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“IT’S THE KID!” 


he said in a voice like the grunt of an 
animal. 


“Boy, I’m gunna split you in two!” 
“Whenever you’re ready,” said Ricardo. 


The old outlaw changed his expression. “Be- 
tween you and me, Kid...” he said. 


He continued talking more and more per- 
suasively, but in the middle of the sentence 
his hand jerked down for his gun. In the 
first thousandth part of a second, Ricardo 
saw that he had been trapped by this com- 
monplace treachery. 


_ The gun fired. And Ricardo saw the burs 
of sudden flame as he fell into darkness. 
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> him was a living wall of gold that seemed to bo isa 
e rooftops to the dust and advancing upon him with a 
was the red-gold light of the sun, now about to sink. 
ie like all men who live by their. iis was su- 


ked up his head. 
I am about to ride into some great good pele teate: sai 
liam Benn to himself. 
he let his horse go along slowly, not as one apt to meet 
fortune with indifference, but as one unwilling to pass 
rtunity by. In this way he heard a sudden flurry of _ 
uuts, and when he turned the next corner he saw a pile of 
dozen youngsters struggling and writhing in the dust of - 
eet. The pile now erupted, split apart, and tumbled _ 
, and from beneath it rose a youth with hair like the ~ 
d of dancing flames. The reason for the scattering OR es 


-as a dog shakes water out of its fur. Th he « 
left hand jauntily upon his hip, waved the knife 
and spoke in Spanish somewhat as follows: : 
“After this, dogs and coyotes, I am going to hunt y 
couples. I am going to find you not more than two at a time 
and when I find you I am going to slice your ears and put ree 
peppers in the cuts. I am going to rub pepper into your eyes 
shake some more of it down your nostrils. I say this, -¥ 

Ricardo Perez. I am going to take off your hides and tan 

them, and cover a saddle with them.” 4 

It was a little more than a childish brawl. These were boy; 
of sixteen or eighteen years, and though Ricardo Perez spok 

Spanish, the fight had taken place in the American section oc 
- the town, and there was no doubt that the half circle whick 

faced the Mexican youth was composed of white blood. On: 

of the boys now picked up a stone and, in answer to the int 
sults of Ricardo, threw it with such good aim that it struck 
him in the mouth. Ricardo spat blood. 

' “This is what you do,” said Ricardo. “All the gringos ara 
cowards. There is not one of you who will dare to come closs 
to me. But you stand off like women and throw stones; ana 
__ after a while you will get your older brothers and your father 
_ to come and help you to fight me. But even among them alll 
at is not one man who dares to stand to me by himselfl 

You gringos are dogs, and the sons of dogs; you are mang? 

dogs. Some day I will tie together half a dozen of you. I will 
tie half a dozen of you together by the ears and then kick 
ss you into the river.” 
He stamped as he finished this speech. The dust puffed be 
. neath the stroke of his foot, and the audience of youn, 
Americans started a little. 

William Benn looked upon this scene partly with a sui 
perstitious eye for wonders and partly with the keen eye of : 
critic of humanity. He looked sharply up and down the street: 
but he saw nothing to attract his interest except this group 
of quarreling youngsters and the storm center—the lad witlt 
the flaming hair. He -had blue eyes, as well, and looked ai 
little like a Mexican as any man William Benn ever had seen: 
however, he knew that the old Castilian strain of Gothic blooe 
was bound to show itself again and again in the Mexican. 

Now he rode into the circle. He said to the young Ameri 
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poison kes said this boy. “He'll never = fight with <5 
. He has to have a gun or a knife. He’ S a murderer, 


ell,” said Benn to Ricardo Perez, “is it true that you re 

to fight these boys with your hands?” ~ 

cardo hesitated only a fraction of a second. Then he — 
wered: “I will fight two of them at once, with my bare — 
ids! I will fight any two of them! But they are afraid to- 

nd up to me!” te 
“Come, come,” answered Benn, a little irritated by this. < c 
Te fellow—you’re willing to fight Ricardo, I take. gee 


. the sfuffing out of him. Pll break him in tuo and feed 
ides to the birds. But the sneak’ll pull a eras if I get 


der to keep him from. murdering another! So 
-do. ” 


the American boy would shrink away from him snd ee - 
. But the other was a burly youth, and besides, he had 
viously been taught to box, for he fell into a good position — 
efense, his posture correct, his weight evenly distributed — pas 
is toes, and his guard high. In those poised fists of his” 
gathered almost all the force which even full maturity — 
d give him. In fact, he was nearer to twenty than to 
een, and his pale-gray eyes now glittered with the fire — 
attle. 
illiam Benn looked upon him approvingly. It might very 
be that this splendid, strapping youngster was the good 
me of which he had felt the near presence! 
sardo, marching toward his enemy, suddenly halted and 
ctually wavered. He in turn doubled his fists, but the instant 
did so it was apparent that he knew nothing of the new é 
me. His ignorance was apparent to the trained eye of the — 
0 nerican boy, who nodded, and said with satisfaction: ae 


=Aaes “I got you where. i want you now, 
knock your head right off of you and—— 
“Are you?” sneered Ricardo. “You are going oe 
head off and. 
He left his own sentgoce incomplete, for with ie lage 
he leaped at the other, swayed to get beneath a driving fi 
and was clipped by the American fairly upon the jaw. Nothing 
could resist the impetus of such a shock, and Ricardo pitchec 
backward, struck the dust, and rolled over and over with « 
terrible cry. 
It seemed to William Benn, his ears thrilling with that cry: 
that it contained more rage and horror and surprise than 
actual pain or fear; but the sound of it raised a howl from 
all the young Americans; they sounded like so many savage 
dogs, which have heard a cat yell in anguish. As for the 
American champion, he did not overlook this opportunity 
but ran after his rolling enemy ready to sey a finishing bo 
the instant that Ricardo got up. 
But he was not prepared for the manner of Ricard 
rising. It was not to the knee, and then staggeringly to the 
feet. Instead, young Perez hurled himself suddenly from handi 
and knees and feet and dived under the guard of the Ameri 
_ -can and smote him in the stomach. Whether it was fist, hand 
or knee that delivered the blow, even the quick eye of William 
Benn could not discover. But the effect was wonderful. Thx 
white champion remained standing, but he was doubled over 
and his face was distorted with a breathless grin of agony. — 
“You'll stand up to me, you fool?” said Ricardo Perez. © 
And he struck the other across the face with his oper: 
hand. It was not a heavy blow. There was no sting in it ex 
cept the insult, but the. paralyzed nerves of the other fightes 
at that moment took possession of him. He fell into the dus 

and lay on his side, feebly kicking out with alternate feet anc 
biting at the air like a dog at a bone. 

Ricardo Perez stepped straight over the fallen body ant 
walked toward the other youngsters. There was a trickle ot 
blood still running from his mouth, but that stain was 4 
perceptible, so sneering and cruel was his smile. 

“Where’s the next one?” he asked. “I want to pass you a 
through my hands, to-day. I have a judge to stand by and se\ 
fair play. To-day I’m going to put my mark on your hides 
another day Ill begin to skin you!” 

ey shrank back before him. They had seen the awft 
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ownfall of Goliath; he ley writhing, almost dying before 
their eyes. 

“You yellow rats!” howtes Perez suddenly, and rushed. 
The others did not wait for his coming; they turned and 
“bolted in five different directions, and the instant they fled, 
- Ricardo Perez stopped his pursuit. It was apparently the moral 
triumph that delighted him more than actually mauling one 
f of them. Or perhaps he knew very well that there was strength 
enough in every one of these youths to beat him if it came 
to physical grips. At any rate, he was smiling faintly as he 
_ walked back to the fallen form of the other warrior. 

_ William Benn looked on with the keenest attention while 
_ Perez actually raised the fallen hero and dusted off his clothes, 
_ and helped him to breathe again by patting him on the back. 
_ “Now you know what I am,” said Ricardo Perez. “But I 
like you better than the rest. You stood up and fought. I’m 

' Teady to be your friend!” 

_ William Benn, astonished, saw them~shake hands. Then 
_ the American went rather uncertainly on his way. 
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z _ The golden wall of light no longer rolled down the street; in 
_ the distance the sky was turning crimson; but the ruffled hair 
_ of Ricardo Perez was still like a tangle of flame, and William 
Benn made sure that this was the pot of gold which fortune 
had placed in his way. 

_ The young Mexican was now approaching him. 

_ “I have said a good many bad things about the Americans, 

$gaid Ricardo. “But is was only because those others are my 

enemies. You, sefior, have been my friend. I thank you, and 
offer you my hand.” 

_ Benn took that hand. It was soft as the hand of a woman. 
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No labor of any kind had hardened it with call 
it was full of a nervous strength. . 
“I never judge a man by what he says but iy wh: 
does,” said William Benn. “And I’ve seen you at work. Hie vi 
old are you, Ricardo?” : 
“Eighteen,” said the other. 
_ “Bighteen years old. And what’s your work, “then?” a 
“Work?” said Ricardo, rather blankly. Then he added: 
quickly: “I’m preparing to go to work. One has to look 
around and decide what is the best thing to be done, sefior!™ 
“Now,” said William Benn, “I’m on the lookout for just 
such a young fellow as you seem to be. Suppose you come 
along with me, Ricardo?” 
The boy looked at him with eyes as blue and mild as the 
eyes of a woman; and yet there was thought in them. 
“TI would have to ask the permission of my father!” said he. 
“Let us go to see him, then.” 4 
“Perhaps he has not yet come back with the mules.” 
“Is he a muleteer?” ee 

“Yes,” said the boy, “he is an employer of mules.” 

_ This more dignified manner of stating the case made Benn 

smile a little to himself, but he was careful not to allow that 

smile to be visible to the youngster. 

_ The boy led him through several side streets, and at lasti 

into a district where the scent altered to that which inevitably 

fills the air where people eat frijoles, tortillas, and roast kid 

‘The pungency of bacon and frying, burning steaks was. 

changed to a softer tone. 

_ So they came at last to the house of Antonio Perez, andi 
found Antonio himself seated in front of his door smoking: 
cigarettes. The day had been very hot and Antonio Perez 

_ had marched a long distance, beating his mules along the way. 
Therefore he was tired. His eyes were blank. His shirt was 
opened at the throat and showed a hairy chest. His sleeves 
were rolled up over brawny arms to the elbow. His whole 
body drooped with relaxation, and his face looked ten years 

_ older than in thé morning of a new day. 

Yet he rose with a good deal of dignity to respond to the 
greeting of his boy and his boy’s new friend. 

In fact, there was a reason behind Antonio’s air. It was no 
affectation; it was his sincere estimate of himself which en- 
dowed him with a liberal portion of self-reverence. = 
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For in the old days he had been a laborer in a mine. He 
had toiled up the long ladders, carrying baskets of ore upon 
his back. That was in Mexico, of course. There was still a 
deep mark across his brow where the head band that braced 
the load had passed. After a time, this sturdy peon had 
decided that he would venture farther away to the north. He 


__ went north. In a foolish moment he crossed the path of a 


ae 


Ss 


_ gendarme. He had to flee across the river into the strange 
- land of the United States. 


There he lived miserably for a while. But he was willing to 
work. His hands were very strong. By degrees he was able to 


_ Save money—more money in a year than he could have saved 
_ in ten, south of the Rio Grande. He bought himself a mule. * 
_ This doubled his earnings. He then ,wandered through the 
_ Navajo nation and found there and took for his wife a tall, 
_ supple, Navajo girl. 


She made him a good wife and in due course of time, she 
presented him with three sons. The last was born in this 


_ small town, and here Antonio settled permanently. He in- 


creased his mules to three. With these he made what he 


_ regarded as a large income. It did not matter to him that his 
_ boys were ragged. He contrasted their state favorably with 
_ the nakedness in which he himself had been reared. And if 
_ their food was little other than beans and cornmeal, cooked 
_ in varying ways, the appetite in the Perez family was always 
Keen enough to make every sort of cookery delicious. 


Antonio Perez felt that he had climbed from a low level 

up to a mountain height, and the dignity of that achievement 

was impressed upon his face, his speech, his manners. He had 
‘a good many words of English. Even his wife could speak a 
few! But each of his wise sons could chatter in either tongue 
with wonderful ease. To hear their rapid talk was, to the 
father, like listening to the pleasant sound of cool, running 


_ water. He loved nothing so much as to hear them speak words 


- which he himself did not understand. Then he would smile at 


his wife. If she were too busy to notice, he would close his 
“eyes and register the expression in his mind, so as to tell her 
about it afterwards. 

_ He had risen, therefore, and greeted his boy and the 


_ Stranger. He had so much dignity about him that he gave a 


Sharp glance at the red stain on the face of Ricardo, and yet 
he said not a word about it. Instead, he begged Sefior Benn 
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to dshonut sna jenn him by ae g into his hou 
he had a bottle of beer for the sefior; and perhaps he ‘wot 
honor them by partaking of their supper, also? — 
Except the Irish, no race in the world is so hospitable a 
the Mexicans. But William Benn preferred to dismount and 
sit on the step of the house and talk to the master thereof) 
When Perez was bidden he sat down on his stool, again. He 
offered tobacco and papetse These were accepted; they smoked 
together. ; 
“I have been admiring your son,” said William Benn. 4 
“Do you mean Ricardo?” i 
“Yes, I mean Ricardo.” Ef 
~“There is blood on his face,” said the father thoughtfully. 
“I saw him fight,” said Benn, “like a wild cat.” 
“Ah!” murmured Perez. 
The remark seemed of little interest to him. 
“I have three other sons, also,” said he. “Ricardo is only 
the youngest.” ; 
He called: “Pedro! Vicente! Juan!” 
_- In the houses of poor people, children usually are obedient, 
because the parents have not time and strength to pamper 
_ the little ones. Arguments are cut short with a blow, not be- 
cause of cruelty, but because of lack of energy. ; 
- Now three young men came hastily from around the corner 
f the house and stood in a row before their father. They 
tood silently. Each had observed the stranger and bowed 
courteously to him. ‘ 
. “My name is Benn,” said he, understanding. 
“This is my son Pedro; that is Vicente; that is Juan.” 
“They look like a strong trio,” said William Benn. 
_ “T shall not have to worry in my old age,” declared the 
Mexican. He waved the boys away. “I like to show them,” he 
_ explained simply. “It makes me feel very rich.” 
_ “That is true. I can understand that,” declared William 
Benn. “They are very different from one another!” ~ 5 
“Pedro is a lion,” answered the father. “I never have seen 
such a strong man. He does not know what fear is. Then 
there is Vicente. He was the one in the center. He is next to 
Pedro in age. You will have noticed that he has a beautiful 
face and that he is tall, That is because he takes after his 
mother. Vicente is like a tiger. He is terribly fierce. I have 
seen his eyes turn yellow. That smallest of the three is Juan. 
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F He is aways thinking. rT hae seen ee ee 
head on his hand for an hour. Some day he will be 
unless he is hanged,” said the father. i 
_ “You have had another wife?” said Benn. 
_ “Why do you ask me that?” 
_ “Because your fourth son, Ricardo, has yellow hair.” : 
“He i is not my son at all. I found him crying on my thres- 
one warm summer night,” said Antonio Perez. “And 
is all that I can say.” 
Benn jerked up his head like an animal who smells danger 
‘e he sees it. 
ou adopted him?” 
_ “Never legally. There are papers to sign. What is the good 
‘of that?-He has lived with us and eaten our food. I am his — 
ier and my wife is his mother, and the three boys are his 
others. That is enough for us to know.” 
ys course it is,” agreed William Benn. “I want to tell you _ - 
why I want Ricardo. But first of all, will you tell me. what 
a know about him? You said that one son is like a lion, and 
is like a tiger, and one is like a fox. What is Ricardo 
This question made the muleteer reflect for some time. 3 
Ai er a while he said, with his usual frankness: “I cannot Ley ey 


ve seen, Reeniifals also, he is brave. But fe is cruel i hai 
d-hearted, and my wife and I cannot be sure that he loves ys, 
I have told you these things because you speak kindly 
b out my boy. I want you to know the truth about him.” 
_ “Perhaps,” said Benn, who was more delighted with every — 
rd that he heard uttered, “perhaps you could say that he is- 
like a fox than Juan, even?” 

“No, that is not true,” responded the muleteer. “The truth 

t him is different from the truth about my other sons.” 

what way, my friend?” 

| this important way. They are all brave and strong and 

t, like a lion, a tiger, or a fox, but Ricardo is like none 
them. He is only like a man, and he commands the other 

‘ extaough he is the youngest!” ey Ber 
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ues that no mules north of the Rio were equal to he i : 
bred south of that stream from good tough pera ma za 
and the asses of Andalusia. ; 


_ Indeed, his whole body was ugly. His face was oe at 
narrow, with a protruding jaw and an indentation ining 
"across the forehead, and when he smiled, his lips lifted at 
rners a trifle, giving him the most sinister look in the wo 
s body, like his face, was long drawn out; and he had, in 
ite of that leanness, a neck corded with strength, and great 
nds, and long, thin feet which were incased in flexible boots. 
: ometimes, as he sat at the little table, his shoulders some- 
- what hunched, and his big hands stretched out to the foox 
he looked like a snapshot out of focus, so exaggerated | 
eared the length of the arms, the size of the hands. _ 
_ However, this formidable appearance was masked it 
zenial manner as he talked to his host. The wife and 
_ three sons kept back in the shadows as much as possibl 
never daring to speak while the gringo gentleman held forth 
Only young Ricardo lingered near the board, unabashed, ‘even 
after the others hastily had finished their meal and retired. 
He leaned an elbow on the edge of the table and look 
continually into the face of William Benn, and Benn, fa 
from appearing to resent this familiarity, smiled and nodded 
at the boy now and then, and carefully included him in all 
_ his remarks, and even drew out an opinion from Ric irdo 
from time to time. 
Antonio Perez was elated by this gentleness. He prod 
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r white ‘brandy to crown the feast of beads at 
as and red peppers, and William Benn drank off that 
ible potion of distilled fire, and praised its flavor with a 


ap py days in Mexico City. 
Afterwards, he opened the subject which had brought him 
their house. He was, he said, a merchant who had dealings 
both sides of the river, and therefore he needed to use, 
' onstantly, both Spanish and English. And, above all, he was 
I andicapped by the lack of an assistant, who must have high 
fications. In the first place, his assistant must be young, 
earn the business. In the second place, he must speak the 
ty languages perfectly. In the third place, he must be brave. 
n the fourth place, he must be honest. And all these qualifica- 
‘tions, he had seen at a glance, were possessed by young: 
ez. Forthwith, he invited the lucky Ricardo to accompany 
n and begin to work as a sort of junior partner, with a 


hundred dollars a month!” murmured Perez again. 


ung enough to learn. You saw me stand up to the six of 
m, and that may make. you think I’m brave. But what 

-you think I’m honest?” 

. Benn glanced down at the floor, and then looked up 

beneath his brows, with the odd smile lifting the corners 

; mouth. 
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Sughtful, upward eye, and said that it made him think of 


alary, to begin, of a hundred dollars a month. te 
“A hundred dollars a month!” breathed Antonio Perez, 
his wild glance looked backward into his past, to the 


pent when he had been of an age with Ricardo, and when ‘ a 


a 


ama as though he misunderstood, William Benn added — 


abe an eee ‘bey ne becau , YOU 
Antonio Perez; and, above all, my boy, a 2 : 
you to me by a hundred kindnesses which I have in min 
at present!” ant 

“Well ” said Ricardo, obviously unimpressed. 

His father broke in: “Ricardo, you are talking like a b 
You hear me? Like a fool! Do you hear this kind sefior 
promising a thousand gracious things to you? Saints! And ‘ 
you do is talk! You talk of what? It is nonsense!” — 

Ricardo grew silent. But still his eyes were hong 
They dwelt fixedly upon William Benn and the uptilt at | 7 € 
corners of the mouth of the stranger. 
; Then he left the table and went to his foster notes She 

was stirring about in a dark corner of the single room whic! i 
was their house, and trying to clean up and put away, with 
out disturbing the kind stranger who had come to them. He 
took her by the arm and led her outside the house, where the 
three foster brothers were gathered. They surrounded him— 
Pedro and Vicente pushing close up, and only the foxlike 
_ Juan holding off to a distance. He rarely committed himself 
he never made himself a part and portion of a mass move 
ment of any kind. “And what has happened? ‘And are you 
going away with him? And will you really get a hundre« 
dollars a month?” demanded Vicente, whose emotions were 
on the tip of his tongue. 
“You three run away,” said Ricardo carelessly. “Pm no 
going to talk to you now. If you want something to do, wall 
over to the gringo’s town and see what happens to you!” — : 
He laughed a little as the three drew back, and Ricardo be 
_ gan to walk up and down, holding the hard, strong hand o 
his foster mother in his. Labor of the house and the field sh: 
had known for many years, and yet she was not bowed, an 
her step was still majestic and free. 4 

“What do you think of him?” asked Ricardo. 8 
- “Of the stranger? Who thinks when Heaven sends a bless 
ing?” she asked. “I do not think. Who thinks when he i 


hungry and food is put to his lips? He only eats!” & 
“And swallows poison,” said the boy, “and puffs up like 
toad and dies screaming, as Lopez Almagro did.” 3 


“Hah?” cried she. “Ricardo, what are you saying?” 
“I don’t know,” murmured Ricardo. “I have brought ; 
out here, because when you are in the house with my fa’ he: 
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a soft whisper. 


son. *” began the boy. 


departed —” 

- She crossed herself suddenly. 
Ricardo?” 

‘out for myself!” 


Teplied. “But you had better trust everything to your father!” 
_ “My father may be flattered,” replied the boy. “When he 


_to go with the stranger. But I saonit want to go!” Eos 


an, my father, Pedro, and Vicente, of course. Even Juan 
A d eyes full of red light while he listened to that talk about 


I want you to hear what I say. This man, this Sefior Benn, is 
: telling us everything that is in his mind. He is not telling 
half of what is in his mind. I am sure, because I watched 
ace.” 

‘Peace, peace, child,” said the mother. “Are you old enough 
tead the mind of such a great.and rich man?” 

ich men are the same as me, from the skin inwards,” 
Ricardo. “When I looked into his eyes, he could bar the 
to me and keep me outside and very far from an un- 
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at he expects vencial say.” - at 
You,” said the woman, “are wicked! Besides, foe know | 


“That I want you to think for me. I cannot think this all : 


tickled with flattery, he cannot think at all. He would ue 


is “*Ah, well,” sighed she. “But no true son of mine ever 3 
‘would have thought of doing that!” ue 
“Listen to me,” said Ricardo. “The rest are all excited. I 


much money every month. Well, but I don’t feel that way. 


%. 
) 


y ree ns tongue to oF 


Stefithelcss; she laughed a little, her laughter no o louder 7 
“Now that you are here, with the stars as near as any per- 


“What a silly way to speak, my son! The stars are far 2 
away. They are the lights in the tepees in the land of the 


“You forget what the priest teaches you,” he ee her. i 


“That is true! However, what were you ahold ae say, 


B17 Well, I shall think for you as well as I can,” she ~ 


* 
t 


vr 
% 


“Now,” said she, “I see that you are talking like a pares Ri 
oe ‘cardo. Women and boys always are apt to think like 
But the face of a man never has anything to do with 
heart. Look at your father. He looks as though he we 
always going to draw a knife, but, as a matter of fact, 
has the heart of a lamb.” : 
“You have had a great many years to learn about | 
father,” said he. “But you never saw this other man befo 
this evening.” 
“Ah; Ricardo,” sis replied finally, “how ‘much vou cou 
do for us if you were to take this work—you who nev 
have worked before! How much you could do for 
Toe Because,” she said, “you are the one who will lead up Ee 
‘three. ‘sons by the hand and place them in good comfortal 
houses! That is the hope of my life!” 
Ricardo said nothing at all, for a moment. Then & 
hed: “T think that is the answer for me!” | 


“Bring Him Back’ ; 


_ When it was decided by the family that Ricardo was to : 
_ company the stranger, William Benn would have started 
_ once, but arrangements are not easily made by simple peor 
_ For two days the household was in an uproar, getting togetl 
a packet of clothes for Ricardo, and preparing him in ev 
way that they could for the great journey. In fact, they were: 
‘troubled to learn that the rich merchant hardly couleliey | 
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the: Souany aaa sie Ricardo, | for William 
Said that he was forced to be constantly on the road. 
ie gave them an address in the town of El Real, however, 
hich he said that they might write; and finally Ricardo 
s made ready for the trip, and on the second morning he 
arted off. The magnificence of William Benn appeared 
tticularly in this start of the journey. The muleteer had 
ermined to give his favorite foster child a mule to ride 
into his new life; but when the last morning came, a 
e bay mare was found outside the house, with a magnif- 
cent new saddle on her back, and a complete accouterment. — | 
[t was a gift from William Benn to his new “assistant,” for 
this was the title that he gave Ricardo to the family. 4 
_ The Perez group poured into the street. The boys were 
ery much affected; Antonio Perez allowed the tears to run 
wn his face; only the mother retained her composure. 
e “ig Ricardo and embraced him. Then she said to Wil- 


the work of my hands and the love of my heart. And who 
“can tell? Heaven may have made him mine by-that love and 


hat work! If he should not seem at first what you expect him 
to be, have patience, kind sefior. There are seeds planted oe 


lownward eyes and a nod, here and there. Secretly, he was 
in a fever to be gone from the town and the Perez family. 
\lso, his first superstitious emotion had been somewhat i. 
ed by the passage of time, and he no longer was so 
sure that Ricardo of the flaming yellow hair might really bes [ 
‘pot of gold for him. However, what one commits himself — on 
to, one will not readily draw back from. William Benn said - 
himself, quietly: “The first hunch is the right one!” 
_ So he stuck to his purpose. 
He rode off down the street with Ricardo, who was so — 
‘delighted with the fine new mare and with his own graceful 
rsemanship that he looked back only once to wave to those 
left behind him, and so with Benn he turned the first 
ding corner of the way and disappeared from their eyes. 
However, it is not right to follow them at once into the 
entures which waited for Ricardo. We must turn back 
the Perez family and see what happened to them after 
ardo departed. - 
For a few days, everything went as before, gt = 
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the house ‘was mor an’ 
~ gloomy “behavior of penens Pa ‘He : 
occupied with thought that his three real sons bee 
- to one another and say: “We are nothing to our father. 
_ cares only for Ricardo, because he has a white skin, and bei 

eyes, and yellow hair, like a gringo!” ee 
The wife of Antonio had the same thought, ants fter 
some time, she came on her husband and found hi a 
dictating a letter, which young Juan was writing down, for 
that was an art which the muleteer never had mastered. 
_ The letter was somewhat as follows: 


| lace 


I send my greetings and my love to my dear son, Ricardo. 
Send us word of yourself as often as your duties allow you to 
- write. Pedro and Vicente both have been given places on a 
ranch. Their pay is not much, but they are learning to be 
men. All goes well with us, except that there is a silence 
in the house! 


_ Then the wife interrupted the muleteer and took him ta 
one side. 
35 ee do you not love your own children?” she sid 


7 en one hears him, his voice is yours, except that it is 
oother. Or there is Juan. I admit that he is not so much 
> you, but he has a hundred of your ways, and you can 
if you care to look! But you care for Ricardo and for 

© one else!” . 

‘Then Antonio Perez answered her: 

- “Now I know what you’are thinking; but it is not true!” 

—~ “Ah,” said the Navajo; “but you have not smiled since 
Ricardo left us!” 

“Is that why you have such foolish ideas?” said her husband. 

_ He looked up to her and smiled indeed. But he was rather 
_in awe of his wife, as he had been the first time that he 

saw her, standing tall and straight and beautiful in the 

cornfield, a sheaf in one arm, and a cutting knife in the 
other. In that manner she always appeared to. his mind’s 
eye, and so she would always stand before him, in spite 
of time and wrinkles, to her death day; for love, after all, 
_ is the only true enchanter. So Antonio looked up to her now 
- with a little awe and heard her say: q 
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1Z0 and: I opened the door and saw the golden head of : 
do, I guessed that he was a treasure sent to us. You — : 
may remember that I would not let him be sent away to an 


Teaven forgive me,” said the woman. “I was a fool, 
after all, I was afraid. We were poorer, then!” 

actly, ” said Antonio. “We were poorer then, but 1 
ssed in the first instant that Heaven had sent the Raye. 
is to be our fortune. And he has been! Is it not true that — 
day after he came to us I was given a contract which 
t me busy for six months, and out of which we made — 
igh to clothe the entire family, fill the corncrib, and et 
4y some coins, besides?” 

e nodded, with a smile. Such times of plenty were 
orable seasons! 

nd we have gone on safely from that moment. Neti 
ur children have been seriously ill. We have had no. 
bills from the doctor, and we have not had to call 
3 priest!” 


hall have a shower of gold from him!” 
t may be,” said Antonio, “but give me the brandy baie 
eed a taste of it, because even to talk of these things has 
e my heart cold!” fe 
proved a false prophet for more than a month. Every- 

g went on smoothly, though he was still so apprehensive : 
his wife often would say to him: “A watched window 


d then misfortune came. Juan grew ill. It was a high | 
rt. The doctor had to come twice a day, and Antonio’ 


all re ear 7 = 
- He was the head of the lave and he had to tous ie night 
aa day. No one of the neighbors would come in because 
the fever was so contagious. Even.the doctor did not like 
to come near them, and when he did arrive, he stayed the 
shortest possible time. He had a disinfectant stuffed up his 
nose with cotton. He never spoke a word for fear of drawing 
in the infected air, but he would sit at the table and hastily 
scratch out instructions, all the while Pees noisily gins 
his cotton. 

; Pedro had to keep the house clean, do the marketing antl 
the cooking, and above all, care for the delirious patients. 
It was a dreadful time, and Pedro grew as thin as a rail. 

Juan, the first to sink, was also the first to rise. He looked 
more like a fox than ever, with his great, massive forehead, 
nd his face which pinched to a sharp point at the chin. 

He staggered about and helped his exhausted brother. With 

the spirit of Hercules they toiled together. But it was very 

hard. All the money in the house was gone. Dreadful 

necessity sent Pedro forth, and he stood in the piazza and 
held out his hand before him and, with a burning face, 
solicited charity! 

On the first day he brought home a handful of coins. On 
“the second day there were fewer. On the third day he 
received almost nothing. Men pay for a novelty but they 
detest a nuisance. 

_ This terrible time passed and the whole family recovered. 

_ but they were so dreadfully in debt that even when the 

_ three mules were sold they could not satisfy the doctor 

However, they all went chéerfully to work. Pedro and Vicente 
returned to the ranch which had employed them before; Juar 

‘got work in the shop of a shoemaker,-and Antonio went tc 

labor in the little flour mill by the river. He was perfectly 
willing to do anything; nevertheless, his pride had receivec 

_@ mortal blow. His three mules had been to him like three 

separate kingdoms, which he ruled gently but firmly, — F 
benevolent despot. 

By constant labor they paid off all the debts and the 
bought two more mules which, however, were not as gooc 
as the others had usually been. But a week after they wer 
bought, a fire started in the shed and gutted it and stifled th 
two poor mules in the smoke. 
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¢ . e Ae a ry he: Et rs sad 

d said that they must keep — 7 

dark ith special food. In a word, he = 
2 “agen His wife turned pale, but ancy! he was : 


‘ou settle now that I was right. When we lot : 
Ricardo, we lost the gift of Heaven! Send for him at once. 
send one of our boys to bring him.home again!” ~ iy 

: . x 


t of a cage. He wanted to dash "wildly across the ses ‘: 
he quiet, thoughtful face of his companion restrained 
William Benn did not speak a great deal then; neither 
ie talk much during the whole of the next two days, — 
g which they were cutting across the country as straight _ 
bird flies. He was a man who seemed to have limitless 
hts, through which he wandered as some people wander 

gh a wilderness; and constantly as they journeyed along, 

ye of Benn was dim with that inward look which comes 

2 people who are following intricate trails through their 

wn minds. 

me day, thought Ricardo, he would be allowed to enter 
into the mind of his master and participate in these 
es. But in the meantime, not a word was expressed to 

‘out the important affairs of William Benn. 


“This is a school,” ear Ricardo to himself, “in wi 
shall have to begin by learning a new language.” 
_ He had only the vaguest ideas about business of. ay, kind, 

but he had read a good many tales, chiefly those of the Near 
East, in which a poor merchant travels from Damascus to 
Cairo and sells goods at a great profit, and in two or three 
efforts suddenly becomes wealthy enough to build a house 
with fountains and gardens! So wealthy become the merchants 
of the fairy tales that every now and again a whole shipload 
of rare goods—silks, spices, the finest bales of stuffs, and 
barrels of choice wines—could sink to the bottom, and still 
the lucky fellows grew wealthier and wealthier. So much 
had these tales grown into the mind of Ricardo that when he 
was smaller he often had wondered why Antonio Perez had 
- such bad luck, for Antonio went out day after day with his 
three laden mules, and he returned home night after night, 
never having found abandoned treasure, never having en- 
countered adventure! Growing older, the boy began to learn 
that business rarely produces results so suddenly, but still it 
remained involved in mystery. He continued to think in such 
_ terms of miracles as one finds only upon Wall Street, when: 
markets rise and fall. So he waited for.the revelation to 
come, waited impatiently, turning many possibilities through 
his mind. 

_ They reached rough mountains and journeyed through 
them by trails which Ricardo knew that he never could 


_ remember, if ever he had to retrace his steps to the rear. 


Then, from a high point, he found himself looking sheer 
_ down upon a white town in a green plain, beside a river that 
lay across it as straight as a sword. Ricardo could see the 
bridge that arched the river. He even could see the reflection 
of the white stone pillars and arches; he could see the bell 
tower of the old mission church; and, straining his. sha 
eyes, he could see the big bells inside the lantern. 

“That is El Real,” said William Benn. | 

Then they began to descend. They followed a little stream 
that streaked down the mountain’s sheer face, pointing 
_ towards the larger river that watered the plain below. But it 
could not go arrow straight, for now and again it was dashec 
aside by the rocks and jagged here and there, like a mountair 
sheep dropping down a precipice almost sheer. : 

_ So they came, down into the foothills. They were sc 
close to the town, by this time, that the church bells plain 
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rail arid going back pete one of these cess a 
ones, William Benn pressed on through a thicket which 
emed absolutely impenetrable even to a man on font = 
and might easily, indeed, have become so—yet Benn knew S 
exactly what winding path to take so that a horse and rider: = 
2 actually could pass through the dense wood. oe 
_ They came out into a charming glade. The forest gave — 
Back upon either hand and allowed a pleasant lawn through © 
vhich ran the stream beside which they had been riding, P 
and which now hung above them in white rags and tatters; -— 
but here its violence was subdued and it ran more gently. 
‘On the cliff it had sounded like a clashing of swords, but — 
here it was rather like the murmuring and the plucking of 
harp strings, trying to recover lost music and old airs dis- _ 
Ived in time. Ricardo looked about him, delighted; but. ~ 
sither the tall and gloomy forehead of the woods, nor the — 
hite flags of spray set against the cliff, nor-the soft green — 
ass, like Irish turf, on which they rode, pleased him ‘ SO 
uch as the house which he saw. a us 
‘It had been built ona broad rock hanging over the stream, uae 


the roof ridge. It smothered, partially, and shut away — i 
ndows and so gave the house a half-blind appearance. — 
t with the sun glistening along the ripples of trees and 
e ten thousand blossoms quivering and breathing with — 
auty, Ricardo was so moved that he reined his fine bay 
are to a halt and stared, agape. ee 
“That is a place where a man could live!” said he. i 
“That is a place to live or die in,” said William Benn, © 
id something about his voice suggested to the boy a thought | 
harsh and so frightful that he looked sharply at his master, 
it did not receive the slightest hint of a word or a glance to_ 
arge the words. 

‘You see,” added William Benn after a moment, “how 
w you all my secrets. This house, for instance!” . 

boy looked at him again, but it was always hard to 
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catch the eye of Benn, 6h either it was bslantays tarees 1 in- 
ward, or else it stared into the distance, as if it saw thoughts 
‘reflected in the mirror of time. _ * 

“I didn’t know,” said Ricardo, “that merchants had 16 have 
so many secrets!” 

“And how do we make money, “then?” asked Benn 
harshly. “If there are no secrets, couldn’t every fool in the 

~ world simply lean down and gather up handfuls of gold?” 

_ “That is true!” said Ricardo. 

“There had been such sudden irritation in the voice of 

William Benn that Ricardo was afraid to speak to him again. 
They rode around the side of the house and found a small 
barn. It was really much more capacious than appeared at 
the first glance, since one passed down an incline, and half 
of the barn was sunk into the rock beneath the genera 
surface of the ground. 
_ Never was Ricardo Perez more agadued than by what 
he beheld in this barn. For he found three rows of box stalls, 
and in every row there were five stalls, and all but four of 
those stalls were now occupied. And by what horses! 

Ricardo looked upon them with bewildered joy, for he had 
an instinct for good horseflesh, and this was a thoroughbred 
_ strain that he was looking upon. Lean and long of neck, 
sometimes they were as narrow as swords—but like swords, 
again, they looked tough and true. 
Ricardo stared from one side to the other as he took 
his own bright bay mare to a stall. 

_ “She’s a weed,” said Benn, looking in at her. “You can 
keep her if you like her. I bought her because she was good 
enough to bring you here! But you ought to learn to get the 
picture of a real horse in your mind. Beauty comes often 
enough. But service is a lot ahead of looks!” | 

A little hunchback was at work among the horses. Bean 
spoke to him shortly and sharply as “Lew,” and the hunch- 
back saluted and never answered a- word. Always a salute 
for his master, but from the corner of his eye he tried to 

_ catch the attention of Ricardo with a wink, as much as to 
say: “We have to listen to this foolish man, but you ae I 
know what rot it all is, don’t we?” 

Ricardo was slightly amused by this attitude. And he 
- was half horrified by the deformity of the little man, and 

half pitying. | 

They left the barn and went to the house, where the door 

ae i 
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ectation of the eye so greatly. 
_ When Ricardo passed him, it was like passing a ‘ower a 
rr a vast, overhanging tree. The man must have been several __ 
hes over seven feet. He disguised this height somewhat _ 
wearing thin felt slippers which had no heels, but this 
yas a small paring from such a height. He was not pulled out 
f shape in one way or another, but appeared to be a perfectly _ 
ormal man simply of excessive size. As to his weight, Ricardo 
d hardly have ventured a guess at it! The house ~ 
fas built with such exceeding strength that there was no 
eaking of floors or even of stairs under the striding of © es 
is monster, but nevertheless Ricardo felt a peculiar, slight 
tremor as the Negro walked. It was literally a crushing sense — of 
bulk. The man could have taken a charging bull by the ~ a 
jorns and snapped its neck! ee 
This apparition grinned at his master, entering. He grin. By 
vas like a flash of lightning in a black sky. Then he rolled 
is eyes down at Ricardo and took the hand of the boy in a 
paw which was like the hand of some Egyptian colossus, ez 
me black basalt monster which smiles across seven thou- ~ oe 


_ Then he went on down the hall with William Benn, ried 
id cheerfully: ies 
Have you a chill in the middle of your back?” 
Exactly there!” admitted Ricardo, startled. “Why dia a 
ask me that?” < 
Because,” replied William Benn, “I hope you will live 
a long time in this house, but no matter how long you 
re here, you'll have that chill down the back the moment 
fou have Selim behind you.” i 
“Is he an Arab, or something like that?” 7) 
“J don’t know. I think he picked the silly name out of a 
ook. Everything about Selim is big, except his brain!” 
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‘Tt was not a large house, but it was built with wonderful 


= neatness and strength, which made Ricardo think of the lines 


of a ship. The rooms were small, also, and the ceilings low. 
so that the monstrous Selim seemed to poe them at the 
height of every step he took. 

Up a narrow stairs, which turned quickly, Ricardo was 
taken to a little chamber which had a single window not 
more than two feet square, and yet one would not have 
complained of the lack of air any more than one would ir 


a ship should a cabin have a port of such dimensions. Here 
_ the bed was built against the wall exactly like a ship’s bunk 


and there was even a slight curve to the floor, as though i i 
“were accommodated to the curve of a ship’s deck! 
“Put yourself up here, Ricardo,” said William Benn. “You 
can be comfortable here!” q 
“T’ve never seen such a fine place!” exclaimed the boy. 
He could have shouted in his enthusiasm, and William 
- Benn brought him up short by saying tersely: “Who tangy 
you English?” 

- “One listens,” said Ricardo. 

“One listens,” said William Benn in the oddest tone. “Bu 
’ sometimes ie 

He said no more. He went on abruptly to point out th 
clothes closet and the two small bookshelves which, as he 
said, would soon be filled from the books which were j 
the house. 

“What books do you want to read?” he asked. 

And Ricardo answered that he never had read a book 4 ir 
his life. This answer seemed to please the other immensely 
and William Benn said with actual warmth: “Maybe I’m 

going to be able to fit the right sort of things into von brain 
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ge ti ‘ify you will do shat I tell you, 
ye ‘one of the richest men in the world before you 


since he had met this man in the street of the village, he e 
had been inclined to doubt him, but now he doubted no 
longer that William Benn, whatever might be his faults, was 
totally capable of doing what he pleased in the world— _ 
ginning with the life and the fortune of his new protégé, 
They had dinner on a small veranda which overhung the 2 
Tiver, and William Benn, while he waited for the meal, and " 
_ even in pauses during it, would start up from his chair and — 
"pace backward and forward. He explained, with a short, 
harsh laugh, that the veranda was very like the bridge of © 
a ship, and Ricardo could see that he was right. It was . 
closed in with a series of small windows, and looking out” 
through these, the river seemed to be rushing. straight upon» 
the house with a silent glide of speed; in a moment the 
water would appear to be standing, and it was the house 
- which moved. 4 
5 _ Selim waited on them at dinner. He was not a servant of Ss 


eir chairs while he talked. ~ , 
William Benn did not reprove this familiarity, but he said 
with a smile to Ricardo: “Were you ever waited on before?” 
“No,” said Ricardo, “but I have seen people eat in 
faurants, and I’ve watched the waiters.” is 
“So you know how the thing should be done?” a 
= Yes.” ay 
- Benn said no more, but there was a glimmer of eee 23 


meal came to a close with the sweet. = 
“Never,” said Ricardo, looking incuriously at the yellowish © 
ss which was heaped upon his plate. 
_ “This will be a treat for you, then,” said Benn with great 
gerness. “I remember a time off the aoe of the Horn: 
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“A “wong!” shouted Serious out in sp 


* not put the same authentic ring of ted into his ga | 


The door at the other end of the veranda opened, and 


Ricardo saw the ugliest little Chinaman he ever had laid 


eyes on. Even the hunchback was. a handsome creature 
compared with the narrow and frozen malice which appeared 
in the thin face of the Oriental. 

“Wong, you’ve spoiled it again!” exclaimed the master 


‘ of the house. + 


The Chinaman chattered something unintelligible. 

“Speak English, you dog!” boomed William Benn, and 
leaped across the room. Big Selim cowered back into a 
corner. The Chinaman slipped a hand into the loose bosom 
of his coat so that Ricardo instinctively gripped his own 
knife; but William Benn laid hold upon the long, glimmering, 


silken, braided pigtail of Wong. He raised his other hoes 


balled into a massive fist. 

“ve a mind to beat your face flat!” he said. ¢ 
The face of Wong worked, but he said not a word. 
“And some day,” went on Benn, “I shall beat you to a 

pulp. Now get back to your galley and thank your stars that 
you’re not dying to-day!” 
He jerked Wong around and kicked him with such farce 


_ that the Chinaman crashed against the jamb of the door 


and dropped in a loose pile upon the floor. After a few 


moments, he stood up, but only after gathering himself 
_ together by degrees. 


William Benn returned to the table. He was ‘fairly yellow: 


. green with wrath. 


“The scoundrel!” ‘exclaimed Benn. “The robbing soounaeel 
Is there nobody in the world but me that can make plum 
duff? I’ve seen the times on shipboard when there was nothing 
but the duff to comfort a man and to warm the heart of 
him! I’ve seen the time when——” - 

He stopped short and bent to the eating of the food, but 


_ Ricardo, who had said nothing, felt sure that his new 
employer was watching him with critically searching glances 


from time to time to see in what manner he took the scene 


that he had just passed. 4 


_ Carefully Ricardo strove to keep a mask upon his emo- 
tions. But strive as he might, he could not be sure that he 
was succeeding in maintaining a false front. For him there 
had been enough mysteries connected with William Benn 
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Ss fehedd off with the inipensitable palisade on the bas 
e, and by the tigerishly swift flow of the river on the other; — 
was the mystery of the barn and its box stalls—a very _ 
id luxury in the West. Most important, too, was the quality — 
of the horses in that stable, for Ricardo could guess that he ~ 
had not seen a creature in the place that could be bought for 
less than a thousand dollars. “¢ 
5 There-was the house itself, its strange, boatlike construction; 
e talk of Benn about the sea; the monster Selim; the | 
deformed Lew; the hideous face of Wong; and, above all, ~ 
ing these elements together, he hardly could explain why, 
me the final outbreak of passion on the part of the master, 
It was a formidable enough exhibition of fury, and yet, 
‘ange to say, it lifted a burden from the heart of Ricardo. _ 
There had been something concealed, he had felt from the 
first moment, in the nature of William Benn. If it were sheer — 
ysical brutality and no more, then Ricardo was happy. 
ut yet he could not be sure. The savage passion of William _ 
Benn seemed to have been sharply controlled. The brutal _ 
cking of Wong had seemed merely a careless gesture, dis- 
missing the offending servant. Had not the wrath of the 
aster been checked, what would he have done to the man? — er 
With these thoughts running rapidly through his mind, ie 
Ricardo maintained a polite smile at the corners of his — 
nouth, but he could not help measuring the distance to the 
windows, and the distance to the doors, with catlike papi i 
eeoucdenly he was terrified. sa 


nt t to? Pechape I don’t. But now I tell you this, my lad. © 
long as you’re with me, be honest. If you’re afraid, let it 


ter seeing a blow which had struck down Wong, this 


as 


was a sufficiently terrible hae and ill 

’ Benn kept his great, bony hand upon tietanad oe the of) 

He did not grip it hard, but merely letting it lie there 
its own weight, Ricardo had the sense of irresistible pow 
holding him. 

You didn’t like it,” went on Beni in a quisteh tone 

Jeaning- back in his chair. “You thought I was a brute. 

Perhaps I was. But all these fellows are rascals. How could 


I get ordinary men to work for me, living here at the end oi 


the world without a chance to leave me?” # 

He shrugged his shoulders. a 

“They have to be kept in hand—or under foot, dart 
them! But they know that I never sleep!” 

Then he added, more cheerfully still: “You’ve traveled fan 
enough, for one day. It’s time for you to tumble in, my lad 
Turn in soon and tumble out early. You can never stand 
a proper watch unless you’ve slept yourself out.” 

Ricardo said good night and went straight up to his room 
aid he did not linger on the way! But he was wondering 


earnestly why it was that the three servants in this housé 


could not leave it! 


7 
©7 
_The Veranda Roo! 


_ That night i in his sleep, Ricardo had a nightmare. He dread 
that he was lying in the grip of a gigantic hand whick 
encompassed all his body, and the thumb and forefinger were 
pressed over his throat, as though about to pinch his head 
off. He looked off at a distance and saw the face of the 
monster that held him. Darkness and mist lay between, but 
far away he could see the grim head of William Benn. — 

He awakened stiff with fright; that night he slept no more! 
He lay wide awake, staring at nothingness, for some time. 
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ger ae) ¢ 


give iad a slininicriog outline of the river, but most of all 
of Ricardo; it was like a whisper of warning, rising mo- 


ation. He was in the top story of the building, but the 


“own, and if he could get down to that, the roof of the 
hag would be immediately beneath! 


iS cs the matter with the greatest care. The more 
considered it, the more interested was he in the possibility. 


fer shivering for a minute on the top of the veranda roof, 
and listening to the stamping and shouting of the far-off 
cataracts, he turned and climbed back to his room, with only 


lough he was neither very strong nor very enduring, having 
ways avoided even the slightest tasks during his life, yet he 
as light and active as a cat. 
The first dawn light came shortly after his return. He felt 
>h more at-ease with himself and with his situation in the 
se since he had discovered that it was so possible to get 
and out of his room. So he spent some time dressing 
fully, and just as the early morning light turned a strong 
-; he heard his lock turned, softly. And nothing more 
tcept, afterwards, a few tremors of the floor on which he 
p0d—as though a gust of wind were at that moment shaking 
ace. But Ricardo stood still, transfixed; he knew that it 
he passing step of Selim! 


‘could hear its swift rushing. It was a sleepy, dreamy _ 
ind by day, but now it was like an ominous hissing in the 


es projected well above the top of his window. Only by _ 5 
nding up most perilously on the outside of the window — 
iid he hope to reach the eaves. There was of course — 


segs 


pa 


down he ventured and made the journey with ease; then — a 


Ui 
“J 


ATR 


ye 


little more difficulty than he had managed the descent; for __ 


ieee Soe him ‘to. eave. pe room when 
went down through the house, which gave 
ever the impression of a ship. When he ‘reached the ow 
floor the odor of frying bacon came to him. Breakfast at 
this early hour seemed to be the rule in that odd household, 
- He could not help sighing, when he remembered the lazy 

life he had led in the house of Perez. Then. he went out 
through a side door and stood shivering in the morning 
chill, just in time to see a tall chestnut ridden furiously 
around the front of the house and put at a series of jumps. 
There was a fence, a wall, and an earthen mound, and the 
chestnut took them all gallantly, twisted around, and went 
back over the same course. Then Ricardo saw that the aides 
was William Benn. 

The hunchback. came out of the stable and took the hore 
as Benn dismounted. 

“He’s too soft; you'll have to work him harden Benn said 
to the fellow. 

“One man can’t exercise ten horses,” declared the stable- 
man. 

Benn made no answer, but he watched the horse being 
_ led away, and then turned toward the house. When he saw 
Ricardo, he checked himself a little as though in surprise, 
_ Then he came on and nodded to the boy. 

“You don’t make a long night of it,” he commented 
_ crisply. “And that’s a good thing. We keep early hours, berg 
_ Breakfast ought to be ready.” 

They went into the house again, and big Selim ao 
_ them with bacon and-eggs and coffee and toast. Ricardo ate 
heartily, for he was very hungry, and after breakfast he 
_ asked what he was to do first. 

“You're anxious to begin learning the business, I see,” said 
William Benn. “But take your time. You’d better use a day 
or two just looking around. There’s no use trying to learn 
my business until you’ve learned me. Do whatever you like 
but stay between the trees and the river!” 

He said this with his faint smile that tipped up the corners 
of his mouth a little and always made Ricardo think of a 
demon mocking some poor Christian soul. However, he did 
not dream of disobeying. He walked around the house, 
studied the jumps, and tried to make friends with Lew, the 
stableman. But he could not get a word out of the little man, 
and when he retired to the house and srayr to open a 


2 ilftain Benn had left the inet that morning. He did not Ae 


ich he had found. is 
- He caught nothing, but he killed the time until sivenings a 

brought William Benn back on a tired, foaming horse. They _ 

d dinner together, with hardly ten words from Benn ~ 

luring that time; and afterwards they sat on the veranda— 

else Benn walked back and forth along his “bridge,” _ 

“stopping abruptly at the windows, now and again, and Peahe. : 
at the sweep of the river. 

_ Ricardo followed him up and down with his eyes. He at: 
would have given a very great deal to have learned what .- - 
he business might be for which he was enlisted, or how 

to explain the strangeness of the three servants, or the ‘grim 
‘Manner of William Benn himself. 

~ “Can you handle guns?” asked Benn after a time, halting _ 
abruptly before the boy. 

- “Tm not an expert.” 

ey “Go up the river to-morrow until you’re close to the 

falls. Then start practicing. Selim will fill your pockets with 
ammunition. And maybe you can persuade him to go along 
and give you some lessons, eh?” 

- Ricardo agreed. And Benn explained: 

_ “We have to ride into all sorts of dangerous places. And — 

south of the border there are bandits who would hold you 

up and strip you of everything as gladly as a blackbird will 

Sing. You have to learn to take care of yourself before you 

in ride with me!” 

‘Ricardo fell into a study. In the first place, though it was 

not odd that a merchant should have to ride armed in this 

part of the world, it was very strange indeed that he should 
lave to go up the river to the waterfalls in order to do his 

-acticing. Unless, to be sure, William Benn wanted to be 


by those who might pass by along the trail. But already 
Ricardo was beginning to feel that the mere asking of 
stions would .take him nowhere. It did not seem to be 
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e back at noon, and Ricardo ate alone, with big Selim _ 


n stark silence. After lunch, he slept for two hours, and 
n went down to the river with a fishing rod-and tackle 


nfident that the explosions of the gun would not be noticed — ‘ 


Zz ee of ‘aby, ah ie felt ee halle ee from 
to find out all he could for himself. © § 

In the midst of these thoughts, Ricardo hea a. step 
which he did not recognize, Certainly it was not the shuffling: 
step of Lew, or the scuffle of Wong’s slippers, or the floor- 
shaking stride of Selim. This was a brisk, decided, heel-firstt 
walk, and it brought out onto the veranda a middle-aged mam 
with a tuft of gray at each temple that gave him a peculian 
horned appearance. He was dressed like an ordinary cow-. 
puncher, but Ricardo guessed that he was something more: 
At least, he was certain that he never should forget that 
nase resolute pair of eyes. 

- William Benn, at the sight of the stranger, - exclaimed: 

“Charlie, what on earth are you doing here?” 

Charlie hesitated in the entrance to the veranda, looking 
not at Benn but at Ricardo. 

_ “I came up because it was time to come.” 
- Benn whirled upon Ricardo. 

“Go up to your room!” he said tersely. 

And Ricardo fled, without a further introduction. ; 

In his room, however, he could not rest content; his very 
soul was on fire to hear what might pass between Williss 
Benn and the stranger who was called Charlie. - 

And, since he had prepared the way before and ing 
every step of it, he left the room via the window, and 
climbed swiftly down to the veranda roof. On it he moved 
with the utmost caution, for he could hear the voices of. i 

two speaking excitedly beneath him. 

It was a cold, clear, mountain night. The stars burned vel 
low; a wind was leaping up the valley with pulses o# 
strength, and then falling off again to murmurs. And Ricarde 
shivered as it struck him and chilled him to the bone. 4 

He found, however, a better place than he had at firs: 
hoped for. He discovered that he could slip over the edge o} 
the roof at the farthest corner and there he could stanc 
entirely screened by the tangled branches of a climbing rose: 
The thorny limbs whipped and frayed him, from time tc 
time, but he paid little attention to that annoyance; for after 
his first moment on the rail of the veranda, leaning anc 
looking on at this dialogue, nothing else was of importance 
to him except the words which were passing between his 


accepted master and this newcomer. i 
“Cut the talking short,” he heard William Benn say 
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~ve tackled the ak none. I had to,” said Charlie, “Not | 
ne. I had Sam and Mat with me.” 


‘The announcement that the two men were-dead threw 


‘Steadily. 

_ “I search the world to get the right sort of men,” said hes 
“and I train them, and I spend money on them like water. 
And then you get your hands on them and spend them like 


handling on your part!” 
Charlie sat in a chair near the inside wall; he kept erect 
t, and Ricardo could guess that this was simply because 


To the outburst of big William Benn the other made no 


ba watch his companion with a fixed stare, as one who sees 
wh 
think of something else. 
“Go on, then,” said William Benn. “You lost the two of 
1 a 
“T lost the pair of them.” 
“And what have you got in exchange?” 
“Fifteen thousand.” 
“Fifteen thousand? They were worth ten thousand apiece!” 
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man had spent so many hours in the saddle that he was. 
ccustomed to bearing his own shoulder weight without — 


The Right Sort of Men 


< 


gk, 


Villiam Benn into a passion. He paced the “bridge” un- 


i 


eenbacks! By gosh, Charlie, I'll not carry on with this sort 


joinder. He merely shrugged his shoulders and continued ~ 


at is before him, but also finds the time and energy 


human beings were mo dive at a ‘cal’ iptipe: He coul 
‘help wondering if his own blood, therefore, would be : 
for a certain number of thousands! It cast another light os 
the many kindnesses of his benefactor. 
“Ten thousand is too high a price,” said Charlie, “for any 
gent under thirty. You know that, Bill. Don’t try to kid 7 
out of it. I know the facts!” 
“You got fifteen thousand. Don’t tell me that you got it 
out of the Ranger bank?” 
“That’s where it came from.” . 
~ He seemed to have settled himself to resist a tirade on this 
= subject and Ricardo caught his breath, expecting the same 
thing. But nothing was said by William Benn. Instead, he 
raised himself to his full height, and then a little upon his 
toes, and one clenched hand was raised quivering until " 
__was level with the top of his head. 
But he allowed that hand to fall without speaiiael 2 
- word. Words, after all, were feeble, compared with suck 
- a gesture. : 
“You took down fifteen thousand,” he said, “and you 
__ knew that we could get half a million out of that. place?” 
“You want to make up your mind without listening tc 
~ sense,” said Charlie. | 
“Lemme hear the great Charles Perkins, then,” saic 
William Benn with irony. “Lemme hear all that was going 
on inside of your head, Charlie!” 
“We had the night- watchman fixed. You know that,” - 
Charlie. 
“Of course, I know that. I did the fixing!” : 
_ The truth began to break in upon the unwilling mind ¢ ° 
Ricardo. This generous Benn, this kind benefactor, wa: 
_ simply a robber—and a robber, among other things, of : 
bank! - 
“TI did the pe and I did it cheap. As neat a job as | 
ever turned in my life,” said Benn, with pride. ; 
“It was too cheap to last,” said Charlie. : 
“Who says that?” . 8 
“I say that. He wasn’t satisfied. He began to see that th 
bank couldn’t be had except through him. He came to m 
and wanted more money.” Rs 
“You told him to be quiet, of course!” 
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hes 


T didn’t tet him that. The reason was that he ‘ 
; what he sai ; 


“Billy” said the other, quietly, “no one bluffs me, and 
70u know it!” 


step or two up and down the room. 
“Go on,” said he. “What happened? You gave him more 


“TIT gave him five hundred on the spot and I promised 
‘him a lot more!” 


“You let him bleed you—and of course then he came back 


again. ” 

“He did.” 

a oa knew that!” ‘ v5 
_ “When he came back,” said Charlie Perkins softly, “I was — 
half of a mind to chuck the entire job just for the sake of 


‘putting a slug of lead through him. And I wish that I had, _- 


the sneaking traitor!” 

_ He added: “The whole job may teach you” that if yous 
Geant a man’s job done, you’ve got to pay for a man. You’ve 
‘been out fishing again, and you’ve landed a. soft-looking © 
‘sucker, by my way of thinking!” 

- “You mean the greaser kid?” asked William Benn, care- 
essly. 

s Ricardo, flushing with anger, could guess that they were 
talking about him. 

_ “I mean just that,” said Charlie. “What’s he good for? 
What are you going to do with him?” 

_ “He may be a loss,” admitted Benn, “but then again I 
| may cut my way into a lot of money with that boy, Charlie. 
‘He has a touch of something rare about him. But go on with 
pur yarn. I want to know how the boys died.” 

—“You’ve got to wait for a minute, then. I say that the 
watchman began to drink, and when he began to drink, 
he began to talk.” 

“About what?” 

“About money that he expected to have before long. He 
began to let people know that he expected to come into a 
fine bundle of hard cash, and when that happened, he would 
do his best to change his way of living. He’d buy a ranch 
and settle down and live like a white man!” 

_ “And you let-him talk like that?” 
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fool like that, Bill!” Recta a Nenana, 
“You throw it up to me becatisc I Bonet him?” 
“You'll see how much of him you bought before lon, 
“Well, then, it went along like this: and you let the thing 
drift into shallow water. Great Scott, Charlie, couldn't y 
keep a lookout?” 
| “I was keeping a lookout day and night. I was wearin: 
eyes in the back of my head, and sleeping no sounder than 
a wild cat. I wanted to go ahead and make the break before 
another day passed, but I wanted to wait for you, too.” : 
~ “My fault, I suppose?” sneered William Benn. err 
“Of course, it was your fault! You should have knov 
‘that your place was there, where the deal was cooking: 
Instead of that you were off gathering in another crop ob 
suckers! You were getting this thin-handed beauty of ¢ 
greaser boy! That was what kept you so occupied!” ¥ 
William Benn shrugged his shoulders high and let his 
big head thrust out. 
_ “Keep to your own work, Charlie. Don’t horn into mine: 
_ Now what happens? You wanted to wait for me—but, afte 
all, by gosh, you didn’t wait for me! 
“Of course, I didn’t. Because I saw, finally, that things 
- were off balance, and that the fool watchman was all ready 
to break out talking. And that, as a matter of fact, was: what 
actually happened!” a 
: “Let’s have it short and sweet, Charlie. I’ve had enough os 
_ the preliminaries.” 
es “TJ got the boys together. We planted everything as careful 
_ as we could. We had the ‘combination of the small safe ane 
we had the powder for the big safe.” | 
“Powder?” : 4 
“Soup. You know what I -mean.’ | 
“The watchman was going his: rounds. os gave us the 
high sign. We went straight in through the front door. The 
watchman was to keep going the rounds and make sure that 
everything was all right on the outside. I sent the boys after 
the little safe, first of all. We gutted it. That’s where the 
fifteen thousand came from, and that was only a small part of 
- what was there.” | 
; “Go on. You wasted some time on the little Safe anc 
then you went for the big vault?” 
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ia “Who did?” : 

_ “Why, there were eight men with repeating rifles in that 
bank, old son. The watchman had talked, all right. And 
finally he’d talked to the president. Another man than 
Ranger would have taken things easy and simply put on an 
Bextra guard, but Ranger, he wanted to use that bank as a 
trap and snap the lot of us. And he came close to doing 

x a 


“Ranger’s a fighting man, of course,” said William Benn. 
“He is,” said the other, “but he’s fought his last fight." ve 

“He’s done for?” 

“He is. They blasted away at us from behind cover. The 

boys went down with their shooting irons in their hands. 

‘They didn’t have a chance. The fellows had switched on a 


big ceiling light that showed us up perfectly, and the two -- - 


lads went down almost with the first volley. I managed to 
‘smash that light in the ceiling with a lucky shot. Then I 
worked out of the bank. I lay for a minute alongside of one 
‘of those hounds and shot toward the safe, like I was one of 
them. There was such a racket, and the room was so full 
‘of smoke, that nobody could be sure of anything. I got 
‘through to the back door, and there who did I run into but 
the night watchman. I didn’t waste a bullet on him. I 
smashed his head with the butt of my Colt.” 

“And then you rode for it, Charlie?” 
f “T did not. I waited an hour. Then I went to Ranger’s 
town house. I knew pretty well that he’d be spending the 
night there instead of going back to his ranch. I rang the 
front-door bell and told the Mexican girl that came to answer 
it that I wanted to see Ranger about the robbery. Ranger — 
himself came down into the hall. 
“I can tell you about the third man at the bank,’ says I. 
- “I want to know that,’ says he. ‘Who was he?’ 
_ “Me!” says I. ‘Fill your hand.’ 
_ “He made a quick draw, but I was ready for him, and I 
stopped his heart with my first shot. Then I started for 
home, and here I am!” 


a 
#3 - 
0. 
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He Hunts by Nigh 


‘No dweller in the southwest can be without some infosmiel 
concerning gun brawls, but though Ricardo had heard o: 
battles before, he never had seen or heard the slayer confes: 
as had Charles Perkins. With solid satisfaction Perkins relatee 
the killings. He had smashed the head of a watchman at : 
_ bank—a treacherous man, it appeared, but even that hardh 
made the slaying less brutal. Then he had gone to the hom 
of the man who had dared to trap him, and had shot dowr 
a that unfortunate in cold blood on the threshold of his house 
From the grim, contended face of Perkins, Ricardo lookec 
i to William Benn to see’some signs of horror or bewildermen 
as a result of this narrative, but there was no trace of such 
a reaction. With gathered brows, Benn stared at his compan 
ion, but at the same time the corners of his mouth wer 
tilted in that smile which had grown so familiarly hateful te 
Ricardo in the past few days. Afterward, to be ee Bee 
changed his manner a little. 
“Did anybody spot you?” 
’ “I think the greaser girl might have known me,” said c 
other carelessly. ; 
“You think? Then you’re down for murder!” 
; “Not the first,” answered Lea with a shrug of 
- shoulders. 
“The first since you’ve been pulling with me,” said Benn 
“Charlie, I don’t run things that way, and- 
“You don’t run things that way,” sneered Perkins. “Yor 
don’t kill! No, you don’t publish it, you mean to say. Man 
man, do you think I’m all blind or half fool and that I don’ 
_ know? I tell you, Bill, I know about the story of the Blacl 
_ Friday in Tucson when you started with Steve Chalmers—— 
“Shut up!” snapped William Benn. 
He was rigid with anger, and Perkins nodded with a 


gris 
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: “They'll 1 never run down my trail. They never do.” 
_ ‘Never’ is a long word, Charlie.” 
_“D’you want me to retire, Bill?” 
4 “You retire from me,” said Benn. 
Perkins rose. 
“You make that final?” he snapped. 
~ “T make that final.” 
“Darn you, then,” answered Perkins, “I'll give you your 
‘split! And then PU—— 
' He drew out his wallet as he spoke, but William Benn 
og Taised his hand. 
~“T don’t want your money,” said he. 
i “My money?” echoed the other in astinishiete: 
~“Your money. I don’t want any of your money, because I 
Fion’t want any of your luck.” 


4: 


with satisfaction. 


5 


_ “My luck has never taken me up the river,” said the Sther . 


“Tell take you up Salt Creek, though, one of these days,” 


‘remarked Benn. “I don’t like your way of working. Four men 

died for the fifteen thousand you have in your pocket there.” 
- There had been proof enough that William Benn was a 

Setininal, a bank robber, a planner of one could hardly 


say how many other crimes. And from the talk of Perkins — 


it was more than apparent that Benn had dipped his hands 
‘deep enough in the blood of his fellows, and yet as he stood 
‘before Perkins and disclaimed any share in that money which 
Was so soaked with human blood, the heart of Ricardo 
‘warmed toward the big man who was his master. 

Perkins merely sneered. 

_ “This makes me seventy-five hundred in,” he said. 


_ “TI suppose it does,” answered Benn contemptuous. “You ; 


don't remember that Mat had a wife?” 
fof “And what about her?” asked the other, harshly. 


+ 


~ “Doesn’t she come in for the share he would have had?” © 


“Darn him and her both,” answered Perkins. “You take 
care of your own charities. I'll take care of mine. Mat was a 
bungler. I always told you he was a bungler!” 
‘William Benn lifted his long, bony forefinger. 
: _ “Every dead man is a bungler,” said he. “Some day men 
a be ‘hinges you a fool, too! But I’m tired of the talk = 
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: ‘Tm tired of ~~ Get out, C rarli 
on you again.” 


This he: said without pueies: i bat Ricerda, held his 


; - breath. For, after all, this was defiance of one who had two 
- murders freshly upon his hands. The light of a third murder 


& 


showed green in the eyes of Perkins as he watched Benn. _ 
_ Finally he broke out: “You can’t bluff me and sham me: 
Bill. I don’t take water from you. And I dunno but tha: 
I got as good a right to this here house as you have!” 
“Are you going to brave me out like this, in my owr 
house?” asked Benn savagely, striking twice on the top of the 


veranda table in the violence of his anger. + 


~ “And what if I do?” asked the other, growing more coo 
as Benn grew hot. “What if I do stand up to you? You 
don’t like that, do you? But I tell you, Billy, you don’t mear 
nothing to me. I’ve seen them that turned pale when they 
heard the mentioning of your name. I’ve seen them tha 
could never meet your eye. But I ain’t that way. I stand uy 
to you. I meet your eye right now. There ain't a se 
about you that means anything to me!” 

As he delivered this defiance in a tone of contempt 
sneering broadly and openly, Ricardo wondered with all hi 


heart; for even that cold-eyed man, Perkins, fresh fron 


his crimes and reeking from his murders, still seemed t 


him a mere name, a mere ghost of fear compared with 
unspeakable terror that surrounded Benn. 


He flinched as he clung to the sill of the window, waitih 


_ for a flash of fire to dart from the hand of the master of th 


house—while the other man pitched headlong to the floor 


wees Meads. <2 = 


However, nothing like this happened. But the doo 


behind Perkins suddenly framed the enormous form of th 


Negro, Selim, who slipped in like a vast stalking cat, pickin 
up his feet with anxious care and placing them toes ae 
and holding his vast hands in readiness. 

Perkins looked suddenly like a mere child, ecsticulatle 
on a stage, pretending to be a man, compared with , 
monster behind him. 

William Benn said: “You're a brave fellow, Charlie, F 
stand up to me like this. I suppose you're inviting me 
a fight. Is that it?” 

“If you's ve got more heart i in you than any mangy dog 
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bani could you t take ade I've e said 


“But,” said Bau “| never waste my time on Guadenne < 


ye He made a little gesture as he spoke the last words, and 


from behind. There was no time for Perkins to take warning 
tying towards him. But now he whirled suddenly, reaching _ 
for a gun—and found himself wrapped around and around ~ 2 
by the huge arms of the Negro. 


~as Ricardo grew sick and his head swam—William Benn _ 
ert on: “Don’t kill him, Selim. I don’t want to kill him.” | 
“3 For answer, Selim tossed the helpless form of his victim _ 
‘across his arm. He pointed an eloquent finger at Benn and 


“He hunts by night,” said Selim. 
_ His meaning was perfectly clear. < ae 
“He hunts by night,” smiled Benn. “But at the same — 
time, he knows that my house is full of cats all ready to -_ 
atch such rats as he. Take him away, Selim. Pll go math 3} 
ou!” “ie 
Selim turned and went from the veranda, and William es 
mn went after him, lighting a cigarette. Py 
_ So that odd scene came to an end, and Ricardo Paige 
Teaned back against the wall and, clutching at the vine, he 
drew in long breaths and made sure that he was not going 
‘to faint after all. For when the tension had ended, he felt 
‘it most of all. 

_ His head cleared rapidly, however, for the cool wind up 
the valley was fanning the mists from his brain, and he was 
able to think matters over with some degree of precision. © 
Quite enough had been said for him to realize why he had 
een wanted by Benn in the first place. He was to be the 
food which Benn fed into the mouth of danger, as he had 
fed the last two, in charge of Perkins. And after some 
‘preliminary training, he would be put to work on crooked 
‘business of some sort. That very day, had not his master 
ed him to begin to practice the use of the revolver? 
There was a peculiar temptation to remain in the house, 
n quietly to his room and to bed, and then let affairs 
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ows like you. I leave you to others. All right, Selim. Take a 


ct sfore they were out of his mouth, Selim leaped lightly z 


xcept by some electric premonition of the danger that was 


_ There was a writhing, a long, gasping groan, and then— ~ 


hen drew it across his throat. wet 


= am | nde 
for him fort no BAe nore was ‘it not true. ahat he was jus' 
on his side, in letting matters drift as they would and 


; separating himself from Benn at the critical moment, while 
his hands still were free? oe 


- But, he began to see, as he thouvht the matter over anc 
recalled the devilish smile and the bloodless face of Benn: 


that once thoroughly committed to the hands of that monste: 


it would be extremely difficult to break away from re 
thereafter. 

So thought Ricardo, at least, and with that he made uy 
his mind to leave at once. He would only return. to hi: 
chamber and put together a bundle of necessities for the 
journey. After that, he certainly would not attempt to sc 
much as take a horse, but would strike off- on the lon 
homeward journey on foot. 

So he set about climbing back up the roof, and fous 
that he was so thoroughly chilled and unnerved that hi 
once or twice almost lost his grip and ended his life on th: 
instant. a 
- However, he was naturally active and sure, and so 
ast he had his hands on the sill of his window and drev 
himself in to safety. 

‘There he leaned against the wall for a moment, breathiai 

hard, and finally collected himself and lighted his lamp 

No sooner was the chimney pressed down into the guard 

and the flame turned up than he knew that he was not alom 

- in the room. Something waited in the farther corner, an 
watched him with serious eyes! 
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What Was Benn’s Business 


; ‘He remained for an instant leaning above the lamp path 
ing his nerves and setting his teeth; and the white fiamn 
of battle which burns in the hearts of the brave burned 1 u 
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n shot out to meet him. A fist of steel caught him fairly 


back. 


m a cut between his eyes. 
‘It’s better to bleed than to bruise,” said William. Benn. 


ffed up like a balloon. How does your head feel?” J 
Ricardo looked cautiously at the big man. He was trying 
make out whether this casual tone was the effect of irony 
of a really friendly forgiveness. His very mind was read 
b William Benn, who said: “You -wonder what’s going on 
“anside my head. I'll tell you, my lad. Young boys are like | 


‘was with my young friend Ricardo. He walked out. He came 
ack a little late, and as he lighted his lamp, he felt that — 
here was something in the room with him. Now, some 
20Ys would scream and jump for the door. Some might even 
ive out the window at a time like that. But the tiger jumps 
it the thing that makes a noise in its cave. Afterward, it 
sks questions. And so Ricardo stiffened as he felt a thing in 
room, and then he jumped for my throat. Is that it? 
And he hardly saw me as he was in mid-air. Am I right, 
icardo?” 

_ Ricardo sat up on the edge of the bed, his head: still 
ittle hazy from the effects of that tremendous blow, but 


he knew, with wonder, that while he lay senseless, his 
‘ife had been restored to its sheath. . 
“Yes,” he said, “that’s true. There was something in the 
ner. It scared me.” 

‘And so,” said the other, “we balance accounts. I forgive 
for drawing the knife on me, and you eal hie me aon 
cking you down. Is that right?” ; 

“Yes,” said Ricardo. ! 
nd fair?” 
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pie = and Ahtrat ind chat -ware Wek end cold when 
wakened. He lay on the bed, and William Bern sat beside _ 
, smoking. The boy sat up; a trickle -of blood ran down 2: 


idly clearing. There was a slight stiffness inside his coat 


S pthe long, ugly, bloodless face of William Benn! A long ne 


between the eyes; he buckled backward and et eee on w 


ee. 


the knuckle hadn’t cut the skin, your face would have es 


yea 


om cats. They have to walk out in the evening. And so it _ : 


a 


es 


“¥ 


eee ey : 
ae = 


oY e8s ,” said the hee : ae a RAS 
“No hard feelings yemaining behind?” 7 um 
- Ricardo looked up steadily into the ugly face 0 0 
‘master. 
“How can I tell?” said he. “How can I tell what goes « 0 


_ inside your mind?” 


“Is that it?” asked the other. “Well, oul have my ow: 
word for it. I say that I have no hard feelings about 4 
_ What about you?” 

Ricardo hesitated. And then he saw that he had waite 

too long to tell a pleasant lie. 

- “T don’t know,” he replied. 

“You understand,” went on the big man, “that if I adn 
bowled you over, you would have sunk that knife nig 
through my throat?” 4 

Ricardo said nothing. 

“My neck is not made of iron, you awe went on th 
older man. 

“No,” said Ricardo mechanically. 

“Well, let that slide for a moment. There’s another thin 
that you and I should talk about.a little. I asked you to sta 
in your room. Sent you up to your room rather pei 
think. 99 : 
Ricardo made no comment on this statement. 

“But you didn’t choose to stay here. You went ou 
through the window. Well, I understand that. Young bay 
have to walk out.” 

He laughed. He _ had, a times, a peculiar, soundles 
taiaheer, which gave to his face an expression even mor 
uncanny. than the smile... 

“You walked out. But where did you walk?” 4 

Ricardo, feeling that danger lay ahead, set his teeth 
Then he looked boldly at his master. 

“I wanted to see the horses,” he said. “It was toe earl 
to go to sleep. So I went out and took a look at the horses: 

“Naturally. You like horses, don’t you?” 

GP do. tT 

‘Did you talk to Lew about them?” 

“I didn’t want to bother him. Besides, I was supposed. 1 
be in bed.” 

“Of course you were! I like to have a boy who speak 
out frankly when he’s done something wrong. Not Mj 
wrong, mind you!” 
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And you were wise not to talk to Lew. He’s got a 
bed disposition. He’s a rascal, is that same Lew. Like 


lan yours, I’d say!” 


» my boy, he carries a knife. But even a cage Be knife 


__And the wicked smile tilted the corners of the duit Fant 


William Benn. pa 
“Thanks, ” said Ricardo. “I’ll remember that.” 


chy as a cat!”- 
_ He rose and went to the door. : 
“Good night, Ricardo,” said he cheerfully. 
me cood night,” said the boy. 
_ With the door half open, the big man turned as by an 


after-thought and rested a hand on the foot of the bed. ze 


= “By the way, Ricardo,” said he, “while you were going to 
e stable and back, did you stop anywhere?” © 
Ricardo lifted his head. He had fancied himself at the 


“And, ” said William Benn, “I wouldn’t let Lew think 
at you hang about the stables, spying on the horses. He. 
iy like that, either. He’s touchy, in fact. He’s as 
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ond of this dangerous questioning, and this shocked him for =. : 


moment so that he could not answer. 

And, before he had a chance to regain his equilibrium, 
the big man continued: 

of “Did you stop, for instance, on the outside of the 
veranda? Did you do that, Ricardo?” 

"Ricardo felt his face turn white. His heart fairly stopped. 
William Benn quietly closed the door and came back into 
“a room. , 
“And while you were outside the veranda, did you hear 
> talking with my—friend?” 

Ricardo could not speak. 

9 “Answer!” said Benn in a terrible voice. 

#Yes!” said the boy, and passed his hand inside his coat. 

- For he felt-sure that he was about to die, and it was 
“impossible for him to surrender meekly to any odds 
is it is for a wild cat to die in the pack of hounds with 
om still sheathed, mildly recognizing and accepting fate. 


So he gripped his knife handle, and he waited desperately __ 


ith his eyes upon the face of William Benn. 
rat He thought, at first, that Benn would rush straight upon 
1 and beat him to the floor—and then a grip of those 
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it was Aapicers that his eyes a acer and grown te 
awful, and that the peculiar smile was on his lips: agei0; ; 
“You heard how much?” he asked. ; 
And Ricardo answered: “I heard that you plane E 
_ robbery. That Charles Perkins killed two men.” 

“You heard that?” 

“Yes,” said Ricardo, bracing himself. Then he added: 
“And I heard you break with Perkins because you wouldn't 
_have blood money.” 

‘He stood, as it were, upon the brink of a precipice. The 
slightest misstep would be death. And his stepping had to be 
done with words. Therefore, he held his breath and waited! 
_ He was ready for the struggle; but he knew how it must end! 
Then it seemed to Ricardo that the pressure upon his 
_ nerves and upon his brain was less. He felt that something 
dangerous in the big man was relaxing, though, to be sure’ 
his manner had not altered. 

“You heard a great deal, for a young man,” said Williar 
Benn. “You heard that I’m a robber and not a merchant?’ 

“I know that you’re not a merchant,” said Ricardo. _ 

“And suppose I give you liberty to go back to yous 
home?” said William Benn. 

“I know what you mean,” answered the boy. “Well, if tha: 
happens, I'll do no talking.” 

“Are you able to keep your mouth still?” asked the othes 
with a sudden return of his violence. 

“Yes,” said Ricardo. “I’ve kept secrets for years!” 

And he looked straight back into the eyes of Williar: 
Benn. 

The latter obviously had come to a | point at which he 
hesitated. 

He went to the windéw and looked out and Ricard 
actually considered leaping at him from behind. Somenua 
he was able to put that thought out of his mind. 

Then William Benn turned sharply around on him. 

“I want to talk to you again,” said he. “In a way, my 
life lies in your hand. And there you have a window open: 
But, if I were you, I would not try to go through that 
window again tonight. In the morning we’ll have a chance 
to talk things over again. Good night, Ricardo!” 

He left the room, and Ricardo ran to the window and 


: | 


the faaster had a Genes to give ‘the: i 
or oe a roa was his time to escape. a 


drained away. He went back to his bed and flung — 
elf upon it. So totally was he exhausted that his body 

as shaking. He closed his eyes and tried to think about — 
e perils of his position, but instead of thought, sleep 
shed suddenly over his mind in a dark, all-subduing wave. 


ie % 
OF 


= Your Natural eigen 


:. when the morning came, Ricardo was totally himself.” 
He even felt a certain gayety as he dressed, looking forward | 
to the dangerous meeting with William Benn. When he 
went down to breakfast, he found that a stranger was with 
Benn, waiting for him, and he was introduced to Doctor 
umphry Clauson. He was a dapper, small man, with the 
aead of a scholar and thoughtful, farsighted eyes. It was he 
who did most of the talking during the breakfast, keeping | 
he conversational ball rolling with perfect ease and courtesy 
> that his manner awed Ricardo almost as much as the 
erce strength of William Benn. 

' Then, as they finished their coffee, they turned the talk 
ack upon Ricardo himself. It was Benn who brought up the 
ibject with his usual directness, for he said: “Now, doctor, 
ve'd better get down to cases. What’s to be done with — 
icardo Perez?” 

The doctor looked in his thoughtful way at Ricardo, and 
denly the boy was filled with fear by the impersonal 
ature of that gaze. 

“One likes to have all the facts at hand before making 
p one’s mind,” remarked the doctor. “There’s nothing worse 
= aayitg to make a decision before all de testimony is 
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ut suddenly he knew that he could not do it. His nerve 


“And niee ‘guscemation do you w 
nena “I have enough, I take it,” he went | V 
Ricardo eavesdropped, for instance. That goes ‘for somet 

“Of course it does,” admitted the other. “Ricardo eave 
dropped. I rather like that myself.” _ < 

“You like it?” muttered William Benn. “Do you know wh 
you’re saying, doctor?” 

“I think I do. It showed that the lad has pluck and spirit 

“TI knew that before. I brought him along because of ba 
said William Benn. 

The doctor, through a pause, looked earnestly at Ricard 
and the boy felt very much as though he were an anatomic 
specimen being studied with interest because of its vee 
peculiarities. 
_ “Tf he’s worth saving, he’s worth knowing,” said tt 
doctor. “But we don’t even know who he is.” 

“He’s the adopted son of a muleteer,” answered Ben 
“His name is Ricardo Perez. I thought I told you that before: 

“Of course you did. But, as far as I can see, that meai 
nothing at all.” . 

“And why not, if you please?” 

“Because,” said the doctor, “the probability is that the: 
is not a drop of Mexican blood in his veins. He’s . 
American, no doubt. But the color of his eyes and hair 
Irish, I'd say, predominantly.” 

Ricardo opened those blue eyes very wide. He never hi 
thought of such a thing as this! 

“Irish? Not greaser? I tell you, doctor,” insisted Williz 
Benn, “that there are lots of Mexicans who have blue ey) 
and fair hair.” 

Then Ricardo tilted back his head. 

“I am a Mexican,” said he. “I would not be a gringo 

He knew that this, beyond a doubt, was a dangero 
speech. Nevertheless, a sense of patriotism forced him 
make it. 

“You hear him talk for himself,” remarked Benn. 

“I hear, of course,” replied the doctor. “However, thaz 
not finished.” -| 

He took out a cigar case and opened it upon a dozen bla: 
cigars, no thicker than a pencil. He offered one to bide |: 
Benn, who refused it with almost a shudder. 

“Those villainous things will poison you,” he assum 
his guest. ‘ 

a 
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m liphted. one and puffed at it with Spying care. 
That ‘he thinks about himself is obviously important,” 
| he, “but now let’s get at the bottom of the matter. Mr. 
erez, did any one ever tell you that you are a Mexican?” 
3 % © grown up with a Mexican family.” 
“They found you on their doorstep?” 
= yes.” 
“Did they know who put you there?” 
4 “No.” 

- “Tell me—do Mexicans often abandon their eeu setie 

_ “No. Never, I believe.” 
eo “I believe the same. No matter how many come, on 
is the gift of Heaven and must be treated as such. But now 
et on with this question. In the Mexican section of the 
town, a child is found wailing at a closed door. A Mexican, 
therefore, had left the child there, because only a Mexican 


aa “Why,” answered Ricardo, “of course ’m a Mexican! | 


would be apt to be passing through that portion of the 


town after dark. A Mexican left the child there, but, obviously 
again, it was not a Mexican youngster.” 
“A point that I don’t follow,” said William Benn. 

_ “A point that is not true!” said Ricardo fiercely. 

_ “Be quiet, young man,” said the doctor, with more irritation 
in his words than in his voice. “I am trying to do for you 
some simple thinking that you should have been able to do 
for yourself, long ago! I say that for several reasons you 
are not Mexican. We’ve just agreed that Mexicans don’t 
abandon their children. And, even if they did, how many 


Chances are there that the abandoned child would have | 


fair hair and blue eyes?” 

“Tve pointed out that there are plenty of light Mexicans!” 
aia William Benn. “Don’t be stubborn as a mule, doctor.” 
_ “Most of those pale Mexicans still have a touch of smoke 
in their eyes,” answered the doctor. “And their skin is apt 


” 


to be sallow. But young Perez has the true Nordic look. 


Ricardo, tell me—you know your town pretty well?” 

_ “I know it,” said Ricardo confidently, “from top to bottom. 
But I don’t know the town as well as I know that I am a 
Mexican, and that I won’t be anything else!” 

_ “A patriot,” said the doctor sneering faintly. “Well, 
Ricardo, did you know a single other Mexican in that town 
with blue eyes?” 
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e Then he ‘grew alarmed. 


They don’t love work for its own sake. Is that true?” 


i “And that is enough for them. They are not worshipers 0) 


, ~ Taughed pleasantly and went on: “Those same gallant Mext 


- “But the Mexican is naturally adventurous and brave. Hé 


4 “However, I want you to admit that such things are possibles 


a the narrative in spite of himself. 


“No,” he said hurriedly, sect one L 
He paused witha gasp, as he realized what this admis 

meant. Then he cried: “But you’ve already said that white 
men would not be around the Mexican part of the tow 
_ during the night!” ce 
“J have. But those same Mexicans are free and easy 


“They work enough to live,” said Ricardo haughtily; 


William Benn scowled at this, but the doctor mores 


cans are not above sticking up a stage, now and then, 0) 
shooting up a party of travelers, and holding some of them fo» 
ransom?” 

“There are villains in every country,” answered Ricardos 


3 loves danger. Therefore, he might commit such crimes!” — 
“You defend them well enough,” nodded the doctory 


_ Suppose * a band—I don’t know what band, naturally—hac( 
run off with a family, or a part of a family, to hold a 
ransom. They find a young child of what?” 

“Four years, perhaps,” said Ricardo, intensely interested i rt 


_ “A child of four. They don’t want to roughride into the 
mountains with a baby like that. Too big to be carried in the 
arms and too small to sit in a saddle, of course. So the 
leader hands the little one to a follower. ‘Get rid of it,, 
says he. And, like the good robber in the fairy story, of course 
the follower relents. He will not kill the boy. He'll simply 
drop him into the middle of a Mexican town and let hi 
take his luck. That is the same as death, so far as the purposs 
of the bandit leader is concerned.” : 
“A very complicated explanation,” said William Benn. — 
“Find a simpler one that is half as logical,” said the 
doctor. “But what’s the matter with young Perez? He look: 
il!” 
Ricardo, in fact, had risen slowly from his chair. He 
steadied himself for a moment, gripping the back of it. 
“Tm going up to my room—for a moment,” said he. | 
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eat “Gas at either,” said William Benn. “Nor do I | 
the point of the questions you’ve been asking him! Is 


" i did you bring me here?” 
“To take your opinion as to what this youngster is worth— 
anything. He must either be used or knocked on the head. 
wanted your opinion. Instead, you begin to build up yarns 
bout his birth!” 
- “And by doing that,” answered the other, “I’ve gained 
everything that I wanted to know.” 
' He laughed triumphantly in the puzzled face of Benn. 
“In the first place, I’ve discovered that the boy is enor- 
m nously proud. Proud as an eagle. Proud as a lion, William!” 
| “He’s proud enough. But what of that?” 
e “Take the average youngster, and you’d find that he could 
very easily swing his allegiance from a nation like Mexico, 
Which isn’t exactly at the crest of the wave, to a rich people 
like the Americans. But this Ricardo Perez, the adopted son | 
of a muleteer, finds it difficult to do. He hardly can ARES it. 
at all. It makes him ill.” 
3 “An absurd affectation,” said William Benn. “No man is 
sensitive as all that.” 


“He turned white,” said the doctor calmly. “Don’t shut: 


your mind to the truth. At this moment he’s in his. room 
in an agony, confronting his change of race, holding his head 
in his hands, hating me for showing him the probable facts!” 
_ “And what is the great importance of all this, doctor?” 

_ “I’m a believer in blood, Benn. And I believe that the lad 
is taking this affair as a gentleman would.” 

“Perhaps you’re right,” said Benn more harshly than 
ver. “TI wanted a clever thief, and a brave robber, and a 
handy crook. I’ve picked up a natural gentleman, instead!” 
“And who,” asked the doctor calmly, “makes a_ better 
thief, a braver robber, and a more talented criminal in all 
directions than your natural gentleman?” 
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— with him?” 


This point was made quietly, but it stunned William Beant 
to silence. He stared at his companion; and then at last he 
shook his head. — ; 
“The kid knows too much, ” he declared. “I can’t have 
= him around. And yet 
“= Well?” 

“The fact is that I have a superstitious feeling about him. 
_ There’s no use going into details. But somehow I got an 
: impression, when I found him, that ['d found a pot of 
= gold.’ 3 
“At the end of the rainbow, eh?” smiled the doctor. “well, ae 
Benn, this is your business more than mine. You go about 
it exactly as you please. ['m perfectly indifferent, but I’ve 
tried to point out the facts to you. If you can keep him in 

your hand—why, you might make a fortune out of him!” 
- “A gentleman!” muttered Benn, chiefly to himself. “The 
lazy, ragged son of a muleteer!” 

“A gentleman too lazy to work,” said the doctor. “In the 
_ old days, they used to go to war. Now and again you'll | 
_ find them, today, buccaneering on Wall Street, say. And 
_ besides that, they have their representatives in the under-_ 
world.” 

“You may be right,” said William Benn. “The first inidebe 
is the best one. I thought I found gold; perhaps I’ve found — 
diamonds! Open up to me, old fellow. What would you do 


‘ 
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“He speaks perfect English. Even his Mexican is almost too” : 
close to pure Castilian to make him the son of a meen 

 “That’s explained easily enough. He has ears.” 

“And he had the sense to pick and choose. I wou 

_ finish his education, if I were you.” 


ua 
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9 ere years putting him cian. schools?” 

_ “Not a bit, but spend eight months, say polishing his 
nanners, giving him just a touch of books, making him 
iar with the ways of the world. It won’t be hard! It’s 
ver a struggle to teach a hawk to fly!” 

_ William Benn frowned and shook his head again. 

_ “And who will teach him? And what should he be taught?” 
he asked. 

_ “One should keep the Mexican flavor,” said the doctor 
thoughtfully. “By all means, one should keep that, because 
he’ll be working in the States, largely, I suppose. And there’s 
nothing that gives an edge to a gentleman’s position in the 

States like a foreign flavor. We Americans are a_ little 
suspicious of native high-breeding. We take it for granted 
that a grown man ought to have calluses on his hands; 


we like a dash of roughness. Foreigners are different. We're | 
mclined to look up to them. They supply, in a way, our — 


taste for a nobility. _ 
“Are you going to make him a nobleman?” asked William 
Benn, grinning in his peculiar, fiendish fashion. 


_ “Ym thinking of it,” said the other. “But I don’t jade 


‘Suppose, for instance, that we simply make him a member 
of a fine old Spanish family.” 

_ The door opened. Ricardo entered the room. : 

_ “How much have you heard?” asked Benn, without anger. 

-“That I’m to be a member of a fine old Spanish family,” 

Baswered the boy, and laughed. It was not-mirth or enjoy- 
ment that rang in his laughter, but a peculiar bitterness. 

“He added: “And suppose that after all it turns out to 
be wrong—and I learn that I am a Mexican?” 

“Then,” said Benn, “your skin will still be whole.” 

_ Ricardo shrugged his shoulders. 

_ “Well,” he said, at never turn back. You can show me the 
way!” 

“Exactly,” said the doctor. “I expected that! And I think, 
my young friend, that William Benn will show you the way © 
to a very gay life!” 

“Am I to send him to Spain to make him a Spaniard?” 
asked Benn, with his grin. Then he added, striking his hands 
noisily together: “There’s another chance—by Heaven, I have 
it! We’ll ring in old Mancos! I have a hold on him. He'll 
have a visit from a nephew or a cousin from Spain. A 
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except what you and I and a few others will teach him, 


time, Ricardo heard frank, booming laughter from his 
“An excellent idea,” said the doctor. “In the house 
_Mancos he could learn everything that he needs to know 


In a year, William, he’ll be ready to graduate!” . 
- Ricardo, hearing himself cast about, as it were, from 
hand to hand, made no comment; for he began to feel that he 
had been caught in a current so strong that no effort of Ae 
own could set him free. 3 

Now that the decision was made, William Benn one 
to the boy and said to him gravely: “You can pick and 
_ choose for yourself. I don’t ask for any oaths or promises. 
- You see how the thing stands. If you say the word, I'll bac 
up and let you loose. You can return to your foster father’ 
 pig-sty. You can grow up as an honest man. You can work 
as a cow-puncher, and spend your fifty dollars a month 
on the last Saturday night, and pawn your watch for 
cigarette money to last you to the next pay day. Or you 
can break ground in a mine, and break your back at the 
_ same time swinging a singlejack. On the other hand, you 
can make up your mind to be a crook—as I am—as the 
doctor is. We live easy, have plenty of ready cash, and every 
day is a game. 
- “You wonder what I’m to get out of making you a crook. 
Til tell you. I set you up in business. I teach you the trade. 
_I give you an education. In return for that, you pay me 
fifty percent of everything that passes through your hands 
inside the next five years, and besides that, you’re to do 
_ what I tell you. : 
_ “Suppose you accept my offer, you may double cross 
me later on. Well, I can’t prevent that, but the minute you 
try to knife me, you have trouble on your hands. You’ve 
seen Selim, and Wong, and Lew. You’ve met the doctor, 
You know a little about me. But that’s not all. I'm an 
organizer, young fellow. I have a machine at my back, and 
if I have any reason to suspect you, I’ll smash you. Be sure 
_ of that! Pll smash you flat as pancakes. 

“Now I’ve laid my cards on the table. I always do in a 
case like this. I don’t force your hand. There’s the door. 
if you want to be an honest man, get out. If you want to 
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wi me, you ‘iniow a, it nea to. rll tell you one 
ast thing. If you stay with me, the machine then works with 
ou and for you. Nobody that plays the game with me is a 
‘pauper. Lew, for instance, has five thousand in the bank. 
Pm rich enough to retire. I won’t because the game is too 
uch fun. . 

“I think that’s about all. Now, what do you say?” 

Of course, young Ricardo listened to his talk, but what he 
had really heard was that reference to his foster father’s — 
house, and to the labor in the fields; and, whatever else he 
“was, Ricardo was a boy who hated work. He sat for a time 
‘with his fingers locked together. One wind of desire blew him 
hot, and another wind of desire blew him cold. If ever the 
good and evil geniuses of a man stood at his elbow and 
‘whispered words of counter-advice, they stood now beside 
‘Ricardo and poured their uncanny wisdom upon his heart. 
__ He looked at the other two. They were studiously avoiding 
him. The doctor, puffing slowly at his unspeakable cigar, 
looked upward toward the ceiling, where the thin blue-white 
tings were dissolving in rank mist; and William Benn had 
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folded his arms and looked straight before him with that~~ 


fiendish smile upon his lips. A fiend, indeed, and a tempter! 
Then Ricardo closed his eyes and thought of the kind- 

ness and of the honesty of Antonio Perez, and how it had 
made his life a thing of gold; and just as he made up his mind 
upon that point, he thought of the dark and crowded hut on 
a summer’s night, when the stove had just died down, but 
the rank odors of food still lingered everywhere, and even 
the hot and dusty street seemed a paradise by comparison. 
_ He opened his eyes again and viewed the comfort and 
the cleanliness of the room in which he sat now. Selim, with 
‘Mmiraculous softness, was clearing away the breakfast dishes, 
never letting them clink—lest the noise should break in 
upon the thoughts of this boy! Suppose a day should come 
when he, Ricardo, had three such clever servants as Lew 
and Wong and Selim! 
Besides, there are ways and ways of leading a lawless life, 
and does not every one know about the gentle and noble 
brigands who take only from the rich and give ever to the 
poor? Are there not modern Robin Hoods? 

- So thought Ricardo, and suddenly he started up from the 
i and answered: “Ill go with you, William Benn!” 
_ The big man relaxed suddenly, and it was Spee to 
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an important matter to the criminal—far m eim or 
"Ricardo could understand. 

The great hand went out, and the fea | arm. The hand ¢ 
i; "Ricardo was seized upon. 

“Now, kid,” ‘said William Benn, “you and I are going 
‘to find the end of the rainbow together.” | 
“You might remember me when you split up the profits,” 
= _ said the doctor, with a faint smile. f 

And he, also, shook hands with Ricardo. + 

“Tf you're a strong man, as I think you are,” said hey. 
“you'll never regret to-day. If you’re a weak fellow, you'll 
have some pangs and—go to death on account of them. a 


: Wish you luck, Ricardo—Mancos!” 


- And they laughed together, all three, Ricardo a Tittle 
- hysterically 
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What Comes of Playing with Fire 
’ 


_ The town of El Real was American in situation more than 
‘in fact, and it, therefore, possessed more Mexican than: 
_ American ideals. For this reason, the position of Sefior Doni 
- Edgardo Mancos was not affected by his business. He rani 
_ a large gaming house, and yet he lived among the elect on: 
_ the broad-backed hill at the rear of the town, and there was 
_ mo member of the community more respected than Doni 
_ Edgardo. The large and solemn front of his house was like a 
~ guarantee of character; and the large and imposing front of 
_Sefior Mancos in person was another reénforcement of th 
same ideal. 

Perhaps because he had such a business as the gami 
Shas he made sure sees his whole establishment was rv 
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schooled in the ways of dignity and of 
eC. They moved like shadows through the mansion of 
gambler, and Don Edgardo was almost like a magician: 
waved, and mysterious hands performed services for 


took with truly Mexican regularity in the middle of the day. 
The ceremony of his rising was accomplished in the follow- — 
ing fashion. 


gentility. The Ditiae: mozos ' 


: On this day he had just risen after his siesta, which he 


_. First, in the chamber beneath his own, his butler; who was 


a good musician, played a lively air on a muted violin. When _ 


the gentle strains had penetrated into the slumber of the 
-thaster of the house, his body servant entered the room and — 


carried in a silver basin filled with cool water, a wash | e 


cloth, a soft towel, and: a fan. He first moistened the face 
and hands of the master, and then fanned him until most of — 


* 


z 


: the water had evaporated. This occupied some moments, — 


- during which the violinist in the room beneath played a 


“stronger air and upon an unmuted instrument. Finally, with 
the towel, the servant completed the drying of Don Edgardo’s _ 
face and hands and next offered him a cigarette, which the 
“gambler smoked at leisure, and then accepted the assistance 


of his man to get to his feet—a proceeding which had to | 


be accomplished with due slowness, so as not to throw the 
‘blood into the head of Mancos. He was finally assisted 


“toward the door, and so, as he went down the stairs again, — 


he could be his usual smiling, cheerful self—though always 
his cheer was checked and maintained within limits. 

- It was in the very midst of this usual ceremony—it was, 
a fact, while the fanning was still in progress and the noble 
blood of the don was being cooled to the proper point that 
the violin music suddenly ceased, and then the butler himself, 
after a hasty rap, appeared at the door of the room. 

Don Edgardo was so angry that he could not speak. He 
Saerely cast a freezing glance at the servant, who. -gaped out: 
“Pardon, sefior. Sefior the doctor has just come.” 

“Away with the sefior doctor!” said Don Edgardo. “What 
‘doctor do you mean?” 

“Doctor Clauson, sefior.” 

: _ At this, the eyes of Mancos opened. He rolled suddenly 
from the couch to his feet and strode toward the door, 
- body servant following with a towel frantically waving. 
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Ee “The ain said Don Bdgerdo, and os 

the stairs, wavering. : 
There was only one man in the ‘world wie! aticseall 
important a hold upon him was maintained by Docto: 
Humphry Clauson, and by William Benn. That man was thi 
butler and, glancing suspiciously aside at the anxious ex- 

pression of the other, Don Edgardo told himself that here,; 
at least, he need not fear treason. There was only a sort of: 
fierce concern in the eye of the butler, as though he wered 
chiefly asking what he could do in order to accommodated 
his master—even if it were to the extent of drawing a sha I 
knife and fighting in his behalf! 
- So Don Edgardo went down the stairs and found 
doctor, who stood up and advanced to greet him. 

Don Edgardo managed a smile, but it went see at thes 
first touch of their hands. ; 

“Now, Doctor Clauson,” said he, “I suppose you knows 
‘that a visit from you to my house is not exactly to be 
expected unless there is something very important on hand?” 

“There is something,” said the doctor, “which no one ies 
the world, I suppose, is more concerned in than you are!” 

“And what ‘is that, if you please? Will you haved ‘ae 
cigarette?” 

“Til light a cigar, if I may?” 4 

Don Edgardo shuddered, but he veiled his emotion by: 
bowing elaborately. 

“Of course you may.” 

“This has to do with your family,” said the doctor, tee 
the first acrid cloud of that smoke. 

“Ah, indeed!” 

“And with a branch of it now living in Mexico.” 

“All the Mancos,” said the gambler, “live in Mexico, withi 
the exception of the few who are now keeping the old house! 
in Madrid.” 

“You still keep up a house there?” 

“We still do,” said Don Edgardo, with a magnificent wave: 
of the hand. “We always feel that at least one of the family’ 
should be near to the King of Spain!” ae | 

“Quite so,” said the doctor. “I suppose one of the older 
members of the family?” 

“The oldest, Don Felipe. My brother José Mancos was 
there for a few years, before he went to Mexico.” 

“He’s an older brother?” 
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‘that 280 wits 
‘Because I aor it is his son who is now in the city.” 


“That is. oon said the other. “He had only one _ 
, who died, I believe, a few years ago.” 
et cannot be mistaken,” said the doctor. “And now, I 
want to call to your attention that your brother José was 
eerricd some twenty years ago to a a eee: 

oS, “Tt was twenty-five years ago, my friend.” afte 
_ “If you please. He was married to an Irish beauty. 


NS 


wT “Impossible again! He married, I believe, a young o 
heiress.” 

~ “Once more, I assure you that I cannot be mistaken. He 
‘married a blue-eyed, golden-haired daughter of Ireland.” 


Don Edgardo scowled and waited. He began to see that — 
‘this was something out of the ordinary, and he determined 
- hold his fire. 

_ “And their son, who is now a boy of between eighteen. and 
twenty, ” went on the doctor, “inherited the -color of his” 
‘Mother’s hair, and of her eyes.” 

_ “A blue-eyed Mancos!” sneered Don Edgardo. “such ees 
thing i is not to be thought of!” 

_ “Nevertheless, it is true. You see, I have information which 
ett be gainsaid.” 

a “Very odd,” said Don Edgardo. 

__ “I knew you would be surprised.” 

“Very ies 

And. you will be further surprised to know that young 
Ricardo—which is his name 
_ “Christoforo——” began Mancos, but then stopped him- 
self, and waited again. 

“Young Ricardo,” insisted the doctor, “is coming to spend 
some months with you! Here, you understand, in your house 
and as a member of the family!” 

At this, the other recoiled; he stepped back with such 
violence that his plump jowls quivered. - 
“Are you serious?” he asked. 
Tam” 
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“It is frac ie came spiked io prepare you.” By: 

“The whole town will know that it is a lie!” cried Edgar | 
_ “Not if your brother José really lives in a wilderness. Who 
can know anything about him? Who in El Real, at least?” 

The other began to bite his lip nervously. 

‘Doctor Clauson,” he said finally, “I always have been a 
_ friend to you. I want you to understand me. I don’t desire 

to have any trouble with you or with William Benn 

“That’s it,” said the doctor mildly. “Of course, you know 
what Benn is. When he gets an idea into his aeor. he'll 
die to execute it!” 

“I know that very well—Heaven help me!” sighed the 
gambler. 

- “Heaven helped you one day when he brought Benn intc 
your life, I believe.” 

“T have paid for it, ten times over!” 

“The little matter of your life? You have paid bees value 
of that ten times over?” 

The Mexican was silenced, but his eyes were rolling 
frantically, as though in search of release from this inhumiar 
pressure. However, the doctor did not relent. 

“As you know,” said he, “William Benn is freehanded & 
he thinks that the other man is going to play straight anc 
fair. He doesn’t want to press you into a corner, but he 
insists that you shall give his protégé a place and lool 
forward to the time when you will have a use for this blue: 
eyed young man yourself. In the meantime, Benn hopes tha: 
you will be able to educate the youngster, teach him gooc 
manners, perfect Spanish, and look after him as a tutor— 
or a father who could not afford a tutor—would do!” 

- The gambler stared straight at the doctor. In fact, he wa. 
unable to speak for a moment. 

Then he gasped: “If there were no other reason, I can’ 
take him because I cannot explain him to my wife!” 

“That’s a thing that we'll have to change. You can see 
Don Edgardo, that there’s a great deal hanging upon thi 
affair. And we look to you!” 

“Tell me!” said the Mexican suddenly. “Is it a gently bre 
boy that you are speaking of?” 

“I know nothing about him except that I am sure the 
you can fit him into your household.” i 
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have played With, ie < he groaned, “and now fire will 
| me to the heart!” 


Ses 
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Of the three sons of Antonio Perez aS were sent out on 
the quest of the trail of Ricardo, the first to go was the 
eldest, Pedro. It was not hard to go to El Real by the 


‘Yailroad, and he rode on top of a box car and when he 


“arrived he searched for a week, high and low;and found 
“nothing that could be considered a sign of Ricardo. Vicente 


ew both hands wildly SNE his * 


The Foster Brothers’ Biagio : 


eae 


followed and made the second attempt and he failed in 


turn, and then it was hardly considered that the youngest 
‘son, Juan, could succeed in such a search, but his mother 


‘it was who insisted, because she had a great deal of faith in 


the cleverness of her youngest boy. Besides, Antonio was still 
‘very ill, and though Pedro and Vicente had recovered from 
their sickness, they found it hard to get anything other than 
Odd jobs—the house was bare of money, and there was 
‘fot a day when the mother did not expect that the landlord 
‘would come and turn them out of the place and seize upon 
‘their poor furnishing to satisfy his claims for the rent. So she 
‘sat down and talked seriously with Juan, and he dropped his 


thin, pointed chin upon his fist and looked at her curiously, _ 


‘and drank in every word. 

- “Weill,” said Juan, when she finished, “Pedro and Vicente 
are a great deal stronger than I, and they’re a little older. 
ut I suppose that my eyes are as sharp as theirs are. Ill 
y to find Ricardo; but I don’t think I'll have any luck.’ 

_ “And why?” she asked him sadly. 

_ “Because,” said he, “if Ricardo wanted us to know where 
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hed is, he eee andl to. 
 haven’t had a word from him.” : 

“Do you think that he’s forgotten us?” “asked the mo 
more drearily than ever. “Why should he do that?” 

“He isn’t one of us,” answered Juan. “And he’s living; 
with a rich man. Why should he think about us?” t 

“Because we love him!” said she, with a sob in her throat. 
“Pye noticed,” said Juan, “that a calf forgets its mother 
before the mother forgets the calf. But I'll go and try to’ 
find Ricardo.” » 

“And what will you say when you see him?” 

_ “That I don’t know,” answered the boy. “His face will tell 
me how to talk to him, I suppose!” 
' “May Heaven inspire you!” said the mother. “Because his 
father says that, wherever Ricardo may be, he is our fortune; 
certainly we have had no pleasure or happiness since he 
lefias.< 

To this Juan returned no answer except to bid her farewell: 
and that same day he reached El Real by the railroad, as 
his two brothers had\reached it before him. He determined 
from the first that he would not bother to merely ask 
questions. His brothers had attempted that; but if Ricarda 
were wearing another name, of what use was it to ask for 
him under the title of Perez? So for two days he drifted 
through the streets of El Real, his foxlike face filled with 

- cunning attention; and in the afternoon of the second day 
he saw none other than William Benn ride down a street. — 

Juan was so filled with emotion that he ran straight out from 
the pavement and under the nose of the horse, which was 
reined up with a sudden violence. And Juan clung to Benn’s 

_ Stirrup-leather and gasped out “Sefior, sefior! I have come 
to find my brother! Will you tell me where I may find him?” 

William Benn looked down on him in such a way that 
a chill passed to the very toes of the boy. 

“Of course, I can tell you,” he said after a moment, in 
which his expression cleared a little. “Better than that, vi 
take you to him.” 

“Ah, sefior,” said the boy, “and thank Heaven that this 
is so, but let me go to him soon. I have a great story of 
sad news to tell him.” 

“Wait for me here,” said William Benn. “T’ll be back hem 
again a little after sundown. Before it is dark, at least. Then 
I'll take you to him. There, by those poplars,” he added, 7. 
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t me trees in a vacant field near by. “py meet 
ere. Just now I am too busy!” 
~ When he rode on, Juan turned the matter quietly in his 
mind. The manner of the riding of William Benn had not 
been that of a man desperately bent on important business— 
‘too important even to direct him to the place where he could 
find his brother. As for conducting Juan personally to the 
house of his brother—that seemed too great a condescension 
om so important a man as Sefior Benn. 
_ So Juan waited, but he did not wait by the poplars. Instead, 
‘he took a place at the side of the neighboring shed and, as 
‘the sun set, he watched the poplars with keenest interest. A 
‘cat at the hole of a mouse with the scent of game on its 
‘edges could not have been more patient than was Juan. The 
‘sun sank, the sky turned golden and rose, and then Juan saw 
‘two shadowy forms which left the vicinity of a canteen and 
‘slipped noiselessly across toward the poplars. The movement 
‘of the stalker is unmistakable, so Juan waited no longer. He 
‘understood, now, what sort of a reception had been planned 


for him by William Benn in the dusk of the day by the = 


‘poplars. 
' He went off to a restaurant and there he ate a erent 


heaped plate of frijoles, seasoned with the hottest peppers in 
‘the world and helped down with slim, clammy tortillas. After- 
‘ward he sat for a little while, his brain numb from the ter- 
Tific strength of the peppers which he had eaten, his tongue 
numb from the same reason, and electric prickles scourging 
his throat. He smoked a cigarette and waited until the burning 
became intolerable. And when it was such an anguish that he 
could not endure it for another moment, and the moisture 
stood in beads upon his forehead, then he called for a glass 
of cold beer. It was brought, the sides frosted with the 
pleasant chill, and this Juan drank in one long, slow, steady 
draft, flooding his throat through endless seconds of joy with 
the cold liquor. 

_ When he had finished this draft, he lighted another cigarette 
and settled for the consideration of his problem, but he found 
that his brain did not work well after a full meal, so he went 
off and found'a sleeping place in the hay of a barn. He 
crawled out the next morning in the pink of the dawn, his 
head clear, his determination like steel. Only, he wished with 
all his heart that Vicente, the tiger, and Pedro, the lion, could 
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ee “was i in i ihe. gravest dan : 
And if he were in danger merely because he cm 


easly secrets wecalt ‘the trail ueaseee: It sani Juan blina 

even his bright eyes. It made him shudder as though he 7 

sensed a snake sliding quickly on-his heels. 

‘Then he steadied himself and started in his pursuit ct 
knowledge. His two brothers had had only the name of Wii 
liam Benn to ask after. But he had something more. He coull 
ask the loiterers in the street what they knew about the bil 

_man who had ridden along on a splendid horse in the middll 

_ of the afternoon of the day before. 
And this produced results at once. Men knew, for instarmes 
‘that this rider was rich, that he was a gringo, and that bi 
was a friend of Edgardo Mancos; men knew that he had fin 
horses and many followers, but no one seemed quite sure © 
his business. Perhaps he was a horse dealer. Perhaps he we 

a shipper of cattle: 

“Or a merchant?” asked Juan. 
“Well, friend, you can see for yourself that he does ne 

_. have a shop or a business place in El Real!” 

This answer needed a little thinking over. But what he. 
knew, now, was that he had a definite name of a resident ¢ 

_ El Real on which he could peg something. It was one poir 
on the chart, and with nothing but the North Star to guid 

- him from this moment on, he was reasonably sure that h 
would eventually be able to find some trace of his vanishe 
brother. 

He sat down, then, to the watching of the house of Edgard 

-Mancos. It was not hard to manage that, on account of a thic 
hedge opposite that house, and on the second day of h 

watching, in the later part of the morning, he was rewarde 
by seeing big William Benn turn a horse into the grave 

- strewn driveway of the Mancos house and disappear 1 in : 

: ve a) : 

Juan was a timid soul, bute now he did not hesitate. He a 

_ up and ran straight across the road; and then he fied dow 

the driveway and dipped to the side, through a hole in tt 
boundary hedge, until he came to the rear of the garden. 
There were ample grounds around the house of Edgare 

Mancos, for land was not so precious in El Real that a mé 

could not spread his elbows almost at. pleasure. So Mane 
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ns, and set eat as Na some show of foliage 
or without actually demanding much water. 
Juan found that there was plenty of cover behind which 
e could stalk William Benn, but also that the foliage every- 
where was dry and crackling, and he went with his heart 
mtinually in his mouth. Benn had not dismounted in the 
le yard of the place, but still continued, and Juan saw the 
ead and shoulders of his quarry working away into the 
of the winding hedges. There were sO many paths, so 
many loops and windings of hedge, that Juan was almost 
nid to go deeper for fear lest he should not be able to 
out of the maze. 
‘ust and so he came back to the end of the garden and 
looked, through a small gap in the botton of the hedge, at 
‘an inclosure of lawn in the center of which stood what looked — 
like a little summerhouse, and in the summerhouse sat a man 
‘over a book, and there was paper beside him; and beside — 


wy 


"In this state of mind, he was even more silent of foot than 


the summerhouse, still in the saddle, was William Benn. ~~ 


_ The rider waved. The man stood up from his book and 
Bepped into the sunlight. It was Ricardo Perez! For who 
could be disguised that had such flame-colored hair and such 
blue eyes and such a white skin? 

_ Juan looked at him with a sudden leaping of the heart. He 
‘knew and always had known that his two brothers and his 
‘mother and his father all loved Ricardo more than they loved — 
anything else in the world; for there never had been any 
jealousy shown by the real children of Perez toward this 
beautiful and brilliant foster child. But Juan himself always 
felt that he had reserved judgment, and that Ricardo looked 
‘alittle too good to be true. 

But now he knew, with a thrust of joy and sorrow through 
his heart, that he loved Ricardo, also, not less than all the 
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A Mancos Is Graceful 


bs : ‘But if it had not been for that flaming hair, Juan felt that he 


never could have known his foster brother, so completely 
was Ricardo altered from the self that he had been. Or, a3 


least, so greatly did he appear changed by the disappearance 


a8 of the rags in which the family of Perez always were dressed 
He looked to Juan like a rich young man of aristocratid 


; : Benn. 


imposed on him!” 


blood! i 


He held his breath in the wonder of this discovery. Ther 
he heard the two speak together, their voices plainly audible: 
“What are you working at this morning?” said Willian: 


The boy held up a sheet of paper. 

“Locks,” said he. - 
William Benn chuckled. é 
“You have to know a lock before you can learn how tc 


“open it,” he said. “And there’s no key to knowledge as im: 


portant as the key that will open a lock. Where’s the doctor?” 
_ “He’s inside. He’s coming out here in a short time.” 
“And how does the time go with you, Ricardo, my boy?” 
“Slowly,” said he. “I’m still anxious to get out and try wha: 


T’ve learned.” 


“All in good time,” said the other. “We can’t conquer the 
world in a day. But how.do you get on in the house?” a 

“Do you mean with Don Edgardo?” t 

“Yes. And with his wife?” 

“He hates me, because I’m a constant danger to him.” 

“How is that?” R 

“Suppose that one day a man comes who really knew Jos 


Mancos and his son! That would be embarrassing!” 


“Then Edgardo could turn you out and swear that you hac 
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i re to, of course. ‘But weouls = everyone ntetiove 
n? He has introduced me to all his friends—because you’ve 
made him do it! What will they say of him if I turn out a 

am?” 
ae no worry of ours. Use Edgardo Mancos while you 
. and use his name, too!” 

“That’s gaaygee- os said Ricardo. “But it may be dan- 
“gerous. . | 
5 “Danger is the seasoning that makes this sort of a life go 
down.” Fs 
_ Ricardo nodded again and laughed. - 
“ “T like it better every day,” said he. “But it’s growing a 
Tittle thick. Yesterday a man came up from the Mexican 
“mountains and called on Don Edgardo to say that he was an 
old friend of his brother, José. Don Edgardo was still pale 
“when he got rid of the man and came rushing to me. He © 
Wanted me to run away and hide.” Zz 

“You refused, of course?” 

“Until I had your orders, of course.” 

“That’s entirely right. You’re getting entirely too much 
‘from Mancos to break off with him just yet. Does he still 
give you lessons?” 
__ “He’s in an agony about me every minute of the day,” said 
| Ricardo, smiling maliciously. “As a matter of fact, he has to 
‘give me a lesson in deportment every time I budge out of the 
‘house. If it’s only for a walk down the street, or in the piazza 
in the evening, he has to show me how to walk, how to stop, _ 
how to bow to different classes of his friends. I have de- 
veloped several styles. To the servants in the house I must be. 
contemptuous, and alternately harsh and kind. Beat a dog ten 
‘times and pat him once. That’s the way of Edgardo Mancos. 
Then there are friends. Last of all, there are superiors. Outside 
of this, there is the way one must act to gringos. I have to 
learn all these classes. I am kept bowing and scraping, and 
shaking hands with just the right pressure. He has a dancing 
teacher who comes every day for a whole hour and works on 
me. Every Mancos is graceful.” 
- William Benn nodded. 

“And the sefiora?” 

_ “She is always either very cold or very hot. Sometimes she 
Starts whem she looks at me, and says that no son of a Mancos 
could have my hair or eyes; but then again, she forgets about 
that and she treats me really as though I were her nephew. 
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_ turn up her nose 


_ “Tell me, Ricardo, you have no r 
-“P’ve buried every regret. I'll never took conscience in 
face again,” said Ricardo carelessly. 

“Keep to the straight line,” said William Benn. “It may b 

that you will have something to do, before long. Somethin 
to make you rich for life, do you hear?” : : 
_ “T hear you,” nodded Ricardo. 

“You go about to parties in the evening, don’t you stil” 

“Yes... ee 
_ “Not Mexicans iapaonne whites?” 

“Half and half,” said Ricardo, laughing frankly. “Some | bi 
these American families grow dizzy when they hear about the 
age of a long line like the Mancos. The young men sneer i 
little. But the girls and the mothers listen!” 

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” said Benn. “Ane 
now tell me if you’ve met the daughter of John Ranger.” 
~ “The murdered man?” 

At this, William Benn scowled, and Juan was frightened by 
the alteration in the face of the big man. 

“Why do you say it like that? He was given a chance to a 
his hand. He failed.” 

“Tt’s always murder,” answered Ricardo, “when a traines 
fighter draws a gun on an ordinary man.” ; 

_ “Ranger had been in a hundred fights!” exclaimed Benn.. 

“He hadn’t a chance,” said Ricardo, “and I think you knoy 
it. Consider the average honest business man. He goes shoot 
ing, now and then, and he does his firing at game. That’s no 
Teal practice. Now and then he steps into a range and blaze 
away at porcelain ducks. And then he will think that he’ 
ready for a fight. His courage may be high enough, but h: 
has no chance against a professional, has he?” 

“You can’t get on in the world if you begin to split hair 
at this rate,” Benn informed the boy. 

“But consider this,” said Ricardo. “I usually work a coupl 

_ of hours a day with a rifle and a revolver; and the doctor ha 
-been giving me a good deal of shotgun work, lately.” 

“That’s it—that’s it!” exclaimed Benn with enthusiasm 
“Surety is better than speed, and there’s nothing in the worl 
as good as a shotgun for surety. Ricardo—there’s anothe 

thing I want to talk to you about. I want to ask you a ; 
questions about your brothers.” 
aa 
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mth in that voice, watched j in vain for any y brightening of 
foster brother’s face. 

a Tell me about them.” s ak 
“Pedro is the biggest and the strongest. He’s brave Sha os 
steady and a Hercules. Vicente is not quite so strong and he’s _ 
“not half so steady. But he has flashes when he’d burn down ~ 
a stone wall! Juan is the youngest. He’s cleverer than the — 
“fest. He’s like a fox.” 

a “He is,” agreed William Benn, “and he’s in the town.” 

a Ricardo did not stir a muscle, did not exclaim a syllable. 


Son 
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- “Til tell you how it is,” said Benn. “He met me on the 
‘street. He wanted to see you. But that can’t be.” 
_ “And why not?” 
_ “Because I don’t want you upset.” Soe 
Be Suppose that the family has a need of me?” asked Ricardos 
' “Tet them scrape enough together to take care of them- 
Sires, Four grown men and one strong woman—what could © 
ont them in a hole?” ; 
i “T don’t know,” answered Ricardo. “But Juan is in town?” a 
“Yes. I put him off with a trick, and he saw. through it. 
However, that’s aside from the point. I began to talk to you — 
about young Maud Ranger and you immediately started to 
tell me about the murder of her father—whereas that was a _ 
“fair fight by every Western rule! Now, my boy, I want you, — 
the next time that you have a chance, to pay some attention 
o Maud Ranger.” 
_ “She’s a baby,” said Ricardo. “She’s—why, hardly more 
afian seventeen or eighteen years old!” 
_ “And you,” said the criminal, “are a wise old man of what? 
Twenty, it is now, isn’t it?” 
_ Ricardo shrugged his shoulders. 
“She sits in a corner. She’s as still as a stone,” said | he. 
“Who would want to talk to such a girl?” : 
“You young fool!” exclaimed Benn. “Am I to do your 
thinking for you or not?” 
Ricardo was silent; but his respect and his surrender were 
Hvious, even from a distance. 
“The doctor and I are working hard on you, my boy,” 
rent on Benn. “We never worked so hard on any other per- 
. And now I think that-I have a chance to use you. But 
tell me that the girl is a stone. Let me tell you that she 
*t have to talk. She has something which will supply the 
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place of sity Spates She 


Does that give the stone a da 
friend?” 

Ricardo was seousnttol:: ’ 

-“She’s pretty enough,” said he, in a coldly Cone tone. 

“What do you want me to do?” 

“You conceited young puppy,” grinned William Benn, ot 
want you to try to get her in your hand. She’s old enough to) 
_ marry, and we’re all old enough | to spend her money, q 

- suppose?” 
“But,” said Ricardo, “isn’t that robbing the cradle? You: 
‘said that you never would do that.” 
“Robbing the cradle? You never find millions in a cradla| 
- unless there are man-eating dogs around to watch it. She has: 
a guardian-uncle who will be the tallest wall that you evert 
tried to climb over. Don’t make any doubt of it. The taking: 


_ of the Ranger girl will be as hard a job as you ever tackled in: 


_ your life! And you'll never find a better paying one, either! 
Pil tell you another thing. Youll no sooner start with heri 
than you'll find an obstacle. Find out for yourself. Then: 
_ come to me and we'll talk over a way around it. That’s all 

for to-day. Good-by, Ricardo.” 
He rode off down the winding path, oe Juan, mas 
the hole in the hedge, watched him go. 


16 — 
| 


_ The Foster Brother: 


When Juan had watched William Benn out of sight, and seen 
his foster brother turn again to his work in the summer- 
house, he began to advance, but never a fox crept upor a 
rabbit warren with more care than Juan showed now—a rabbit 
warren watched by guardian men and savage dogs! : 
__ He crept from shrub to shrub, and at last he stood up out: 
side the railing of the little house in such a Position that a 
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ere, silent as. a ee ty ea touked ene and 


f their family, and that it was no fairy tale that the lazy, 


ntlemanly youth! 


his chair as a wild cat comes out of a-nap at a scent of 
danger, head up, eyes fiercely alert. 


He saw Juan, and the expression of his eyes changed a 5 
little, though it seemed to Juan that they remained equally _ 


‘impersonal and aloof. 


- But he caught Juan by both elbows and drew him into the 


Meise and forced him into a chair and stood over him, 
pte. 


g 
curiously at the bowed head of his brother, and the sheets of 
paper and the books which lay before him, the paper covered _ 
with swift, legible writing, and the books with their crowded — 
ages of type. Juan had to close his eyes and look again, — 
‘feassuring himself that the student actually was the Ricardo — 


gged Ricardo of the village was now this studious and 


He shook his head, and as he did so, Ricardo came out. oe ae 


How had Juan come there? How had he found. him? How a 
Bonderful it was that they should meet in this manner! How — 
like Juan to have turned up like this, at the least expected 5 


‘moment! 


_ But though these exclamations ran out fast as water from — 


the lips of Ricardo, it cannot be said that Juan was satisfied. 

He remembered the real Ricardo of the old days, taciturn, 

speaking rather with a single glance, a single flashing word 

that revealed much. This conversation was not the same. 
He said simply: “I saw William Benn come into this place, 

and so I followed him.” 

_ “And how long have you been here?” 

_ *T’ve only just come,” lied Juan, who never told the truth 

when a lie was available. “I waited near the house. When he 

did not come out of the garden, I followed down here, and 

at last I saw you in this little house just as he was riding 

away. Of course I came on again.” 

“The gleam of satisfaction in the eye of Ricardo could not 

be disguised. 

~ “You've only just come? well, Juan, I have ten thousand 

things to tell you. But first tell me everything about mother 

and father and Vicente and our great Pedro!” 

Tv The voice post a little ring to it, but not the ring of truth; 
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: the cunning ear of Juan, pe pes 
all of those names, perceived the truth 
playing a part! ~ baa 
“Every one has been sick,” said Juan. “All the money h 
been used up. Father is in the hospital, almost dead with 
worry and sickness. Mother is worn out. Vicente and Pedrc 
ean only get a scrap of work here and there. And of. course 
where they can get little to do, I can get nothing. We have 
lived like dogs since you went away from us, Ricardo!” 

Ricardo cried out softly in dismay and apparent grief. He 
seized a wallet and cast it upon the table. He turned it upsidd 
down and shook it and out of it fell several notes. 

“Here are fifty dollars, nearly. All that I have in the world: 
Take it back to them, Juan, and Pil find a way to send more 

after you!” 

“This would be like gold from Hedin to them,” said Juan: 
taking the money with reluctant fingers. 

He himself never had touched so much at one time. He 

looked gravely at Ricardo. 

“I don’t think that my mother would take this much front 
you,” said he. 

_. “And why not?” cried Ricardo, making words flow againt 
“Of course she will take it, and afterward I'll try to find : 
little more and send it after you to her. Of course I shall fina 
tore! Money? I'll make it grow on trees!” 

And he laughed, but there was more exultant wae es | 

in his laughter than apology. 

“And I wish to heaven that I could go there myself ana 
give a hand in taking care of everything,” said Ricardo. “Bu 
you see how it is with me, and that I’m as busy as can be. 
work like a slave, Juan. Even our father never worked sé 
hard in the old days when he was in the mines—you know 
how fond he is of talking about those hard times. But I havi 
to be at it early and late.” 

“And what do you study, Ricardo?” 

“Everything that will help me in my work for Sefior Benn.. 

“And what is his business, Ricardo?” 

-“He is an exporter and importer. That means that hz 
handles all sorts of things. I have to learn about them. Ana 
then there’s mathematics, and such things—you see?” 

He pointed to several sheets covered with figures. 

“Poor Ricardo,” said Juan, feeling the iron enter his sous 
“Then you haven’t found an easy place?” 
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ie Ly 
‘And fight with ‘ha oh asked yiane = 
3 “The gtingos? Yes, yes,” said Ricardo sei “But now, ~ 


= “Go ae back home with this money. Assure my “a 
nother that there is more to come and = 
Juan rose and stacked the money in a neat pile, placed it 

the table, and laid the edge of a book upon it to keep : 
the bills from fluttering away. 

“You're right,” said he, “I must go back, but I don't chink — 

‘that I can take this money.” a 

Ricardo frowned at him. There had been a time when the 

frown of Ricardo meant a great deal to Juan, but now enet s 

and anger nerved him. see 
_ “And why not?” asked Ricardo. . 

= “Because,” said Juan, “as far as I know, we always nagar: 

Hived on honest money!” nt 

oy _The two stared grimly at one another. Me oie Bey 

“So!” said Ricardo at the last. # : ey 

His foster brother did not answer. Already he had said 

Now he held out his hand. 

_ “I suppose we should say good-by,” said he. : 

_ His heart ached more than ever; but he gathered his pride 

oa his grief about him and spoke with dignity. 

_ “Well,” answered Ricardo brusquely, “perhaps you’re right. 

got by. then, brother.” 

They shook hands, and Juan noticed that the grip of 
Ricardo, as ever, was soft as the touch of a woman, but with 
tg subtle suggestion of steely strength in it. 

_ Juan turned on his heel and went off, blindly, for his eyes _ 
“were thick with tears. He had gone outside of the summer- 
house and reached the first hedge when a swift step came be- 
‘Bind him and a hand fell on his shoulder. 
oe He turned. He could not speak. 

“Juan!” cried Ricardo, and threw out his hands. And Juan 

ell into his arms and wept heavily on his shoulder. 

He was led back to the summerhouse, he hardly knew 

how. There he sat in a chair and wiped the moisture from 

oh He heard Ricardo saying: 

a3 


You were ‘here before 
; , te me?” a 
“T heard every word that he sald: SG re ie 
“Well, then, you know that I lied to you.” 

“Alas, yes,” said Juan bitterly. “I know that, and I iow 


how many other things!” 


“Tell me what you know?” 

“I know what you are studying to be.” 

“Tellme what?” 

_ “A scoundrel, and a thief.” 
He threw back his head, almost as though he expected a. 
blow in return for his words, but Ricardo was merely nodding | 
and smiling. There was infinite pain in his smile. It made him. 
~ look older and too wise for his years. 
~ Then Juan caught both the hands of his foster brother and! 
cried to him: “Come back with me! Come back to us. We: 
_ love you. This William Benn only wants to use you. I heard! 
him talk. There is very little good in him, I am sure. Come: 
back with me, Ricardo. Dios, Dios, how my mother would! 
weep with joy to see you, and Vicente and Pedro! And my’ 

father would be well in one day! We have had no good luck: 
since you left us. Neither have you, for I see what has hap-- 
pened to you and what you are trying to be here!” 

' Then Ricardo answered: 
= “What you say may be very true. But Pll tell you some-- 

_ thing, Juan. You have a great brain in your head. You willl 
_ understand. It is a story some one told me about a man who) 
learned to breathe so extremely fast that at last he could live: 
under water. Do you understand? He could live under watert 
and breathe the air like a fish. But once he went into the: 
water, he never could return to the dry land again. That iss 
true of me also. I have learned how to be a bad man. You: 
- see and understand everything, Juan, and therefore you sawi 
to-day that I had cut even you and my family out of my; 
- heart. I was determined to live only for the new life. Andi 
still I am determined to lead that life. Nothing that you could! 
say would persuade me to do any other thing.” 

“Not if my father and mother and Vicente and Pedro andi 
I all fell on our knees and begged of you?” 

“Not even then! Heaven forgive me!” 

“Ah,” murmured Juan, “Heaven will forgive you, becaus 
even I can understand! You have become a free man. Be- 
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o only one feds You he given. 


_ “Ricardo!” called a voice among the hedges. 


such a demon that if he saw tears in my eyes, he would 
guess everything. Good-by. Take this money. Don’t say no, 
“unless you want to break my heart. Tell mother and father 
“that one day I shall come back and cover them with gold.” 
4 “Ah, Ricardo,” said the other boy, “leave the gold behind 
a and only bring back yourself.” 


.- la ey 
© 


a 


Advice from the Doctor 


— 


When the doctor came to Ricardo he said: “Do you know 


“Go quickly,” said Ricardo. “That is the doctor coming. He _ 


‘a man with bushy, sunburned eyebrows, and a scar ptckering © 


‘one cheek?” 
~ “I don’t know. That sounds familiar.” 

“There is a man like that at the house. He wants to talk 
to you. You had better see him, then, if he knows you?” 

~ “How can he know me,” said the boy; “if he asked for a 
Mancos?” 
_ “That’s true, of course. And he talks as if he had two 
meanings in his words. I had better tell him that you cannot 
see him to-day, but that to-morrow you will be happy—say 
to-morrow evening?” 
~ “Very well.” 
. The doctor went away, and came back where Ricardo 
stared blindly at his books, and made no headway. 

- Doctor Humphry Clauson always went quickly to the point, 
Bow he said: 
- “You’re invited to-night to a supper where there will be 
a crowd of young Americans and a few Mexicans.” 
_ “TI don’t like that,” answered Ricardo. “When the crowd 
iS chiefly gringo, there is———” 
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up to follow evil and William Benn is your Sienpk sacl 


ae. VGecek we were not good enough for them.” 
“There you go again. Once I proved to you that there 
not one chance in a thousand that you are Mexican.” 
“My mother and my father are. Mexican,” said the bo 
stubbornly, “and I shall not change my blood till they do.” 
“You are an obstinate young fellow,” replied the doctor 
carelessly. “But I don’t care for that. Only I se like to see 


| ‘ you get emotional like this.” 


“Very well,” said the boy obediently. “What’s to do?” 

_ “The greatest thing you probably ever will have a chance 
to do. You’re going to the supper and you're going to dance.” 
“Very well. I'll go, if it’s important.” 

-“You’re young, Ricardo, and that’s important. Young sit 


2 like young men, as a rule. At least a dances.” 


“Yes,” said the boy, “T’m young.” 
_ _“You’re handsome.” 
> 5... bats: true,” said Ricardo, not vainly, but accepting a 
fact. 
“You dance well.” 
— “Yes, I do.” 
“You can talk to girls.” 
“Of course.” 
“In addition, you come from the celebrated old faonly « of 


_ Mancos.” 


“Of course,” grinned Ricardo. 

“You have a look of Benn, when you smile like that?” 
"chuckled the doctor. “Very well. At this party you'll finc 
among the guests Maud Ranger.” : 

- Ricardo grunted. 

- “Benn talked to me a little about her,” he admitted. | “How 

- much money has she?” 

“About seven millions, as nearly as- we can work it out 
Perhaps a shade more, not much less.” 

“That’s three hundred and fifty thousand a year,” muri 
mured Ricardo. “A man could live on half of that.” 
“Heaven gave you a brain,” smiled the doctor. “You car 

multiply seven by five and give away half to your friends!” 

_ “Of course.’ : 
“Now, then, I want to tell you about this girl.” 3 
Ricardo exclaimed: “Do you know everything? If I ask yo 
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a star, you" can tell me. if I ake oe a anestion. 
; ok, you always know. And yet you know about 
people, too. You even know about young girls.” __- 

- “I send my mind,” answered the doctor, “wherever my 
Jusiness leads me. But to continue with Maud Ranger. She’s 
sighteen. She’s a pretty thing and. 
“Rather lean,” said Ricardo. 

_ “All the better,” said the doctor. “It gives her room to 
“grow. A sleek girl makes ‘a fat woman. You want angles in — 
the young, Ricardo.” : 

_ .Ricardo scribbled on a piece of paper. 
__ “What are you doing?” asked the doctor. 
_ “Ym making a note of that.” 
- The doctor merely laughed. 
“Very well,” said he. “You may smile at me all you want 
Ao, my lad, but let me give you some footnotes before you © 
‘Meet that girl.” 
_ “Yes,” said Ricardo. 
' “She has seven millions. Every one knows it. Ever since 


her father’s death she’s been going religiously to parties, and - 


yet, though she’s been very kind to the young men,» -she’s 
never become engaged; and in this century of ‘quick action, 3 
that’s a strange thing.” 
Ricardo waited. 
_ “The young blades have fallen in love in rapid succes- 
‘sion with her, and her money,” said the doctor. “But they 
Bh very bad luck. 
-_ “Three young fellows who have been courting her have 
died suddenly, and strangely, all of wounds received in gun 
fights—opponents unknown!” 
- Ricardo snapped his fingers. 
“T see how it is,” said he. “One of her lovers is blocking 
off the others, and using a gun to do it.” 
_ “A very good guess,” said the doctor. “But though young 
men in love are capable of one murder, most of them hardly 
‘seem capable of three!” 
_ “There’s a difference between a fair fight and a murder.” 
“You can put it as you please. The point that I make is 
that the thing is very strange.” 
~ “Of course it is.” 
“But consider again how extremely strange it is. Three men 
dead. And not so many months in between. Consider another 
thing. This girl lived like a child at home till her father’s 
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all the young men. And wie you | at 

ed ee doesn’t seem much of a riddle. Her father was a 
man, and kept a curb on his daughter. Some fathers do that 
_ don’t they?” ; é $ 
“Naturally.” 

“And so after his’ dene, she’s sees enjoying re iberty 


: —Isn’t that an explanation?” 


“That’s a sort of explanation, of course.’ 
kee suppose,” went on Ricardo, “that she’s like a filly that’s 
been kept in a small pasture. Throw down the bars and she'll 


yun all over the country.” 


pee “Everything that you say,” answered the other, “is apt & 
_ be true in most cases, but it just happens that in this instance: 
you’re completely wrong. This Maud Ranger is as quiet and 
‘modest a girl as ever stepped. She was tremendously fond of: 


her father, and no one can understand why she should not 


have remained quietly at home and mourned for him during 
a longer period. In fact, it’s quite a mystery. I’m warning: 
you before ever you see her. Because, sooner or later, if she 
_ looks on you with any favor at all, you’re going to step inta 

trouble, my lad, and that trouble:‘may be the end of you, un- 


less Benn and I can be of help in the pinch. In fact, you’re 


risking your life, as it appears to me, by paying your atten, 
tion to the girl. You can draw out of the deal, if you wish.” 

“In fact,” said Ricardo, setting his teeth hard, “I’m im 
terested for the first time. I'll be there to-night.” 

“That’s ended,” commented the doctor abruptly. “And how 
has the work been going to-day?” ; 

“There it is.” 
_ Clauson looked over the heaped papers, sifting then 
through his fingers. 
“You did this to-day?” 

“Ves,” 

“When did you begin?” 

SAE SIx.”” - 

“At six this morning!” 

“Ves, 1” 

“That makes a long day. No rest?” 

“Yes. Of course I spent a couple of hours in the hills: 
shooting.” - 
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“And books the rest of the time?” 4 
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w does your head feel?” 
~ “Clear as a bell. 

- The doctor whistled. 

“Come up to the house with me,” said he. “Benn is wrong — 
in forcing you ahead so soon. Another year, and I’d have you 
“Safely ready for great things. There are plenty of brains in 
this old world of ours, but very few of those who own them 
/are willing to work with them long hours every day. Work 
‘is the grindstone that puts an edge to the knife. By gad, I’m 
‘moralizing like an old woman. Come along.” 
_ They gathered up the books and strolled up the path. 

- “You're thoughtful, Ricardo?” me 
- “Tm thinking of my family.” 

- “Your family?” asked the doctor with a certain emphasis. 


' “Oh, whoever they are—my foster family, if you want to — 


put it that way. At any rate, I’m thinking of them. I want to 
do something for them.” 


; 


“A reasonable idea,” areas the doctor. “I’m glad that you ~ | 


have it!” 

_ A sudden bitterness rushed upon Ricardo. Sot 
_ “Why are you?” he exclaimed. “You care nothing for any 
one. Why do you say you’re glad I want to help them?” 


oa 
ae 


’ “Because,” said the doctor, with his cold smile, “a man — 


who is all bad by that very fact has diffused his talents over 
too great a field. He lacks edge. Which you will have, my 
boy!” 

’ And he began to laugh, but softly, and to himself; for in 
the midst of the most heated conversation, the doctor always 
Seemed more than half alone. 
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Ricardo Dances—and Fights: 


It was settled straightway that five hundred dollars should | 


be dispatched at once to succor the family of Ricardo. And| 


for that purpose this sum would be like a fortune to Antonio) 

Perez. It would furnish him with a pair of good mules, pay? 

most of his debts, and, in short, reéstablish him at a single} 

stroke. 

“elf 1 can ‘find some way of thanking you sy Bei 
Ricardo with emotion, when the doctor cut him off by saying,, 
— with the driest of voices: “Don’t bother about the words, my) 
lad. Save them for Benn. He’s financing you. But now that! 


. you’ve provided for your family, take yourself in hand and! 


s prepare for Maud Ranger.” 
_ There had been frank doubts in the mind of Ricardo,. 
but whatever scruples had troubled him before were now, 


_ pushed into the background. And though, from some view=: 
points, it was as wicked a piece of cold-blooded villainy as: 


any youth could have engaged in, he partly salved his con- 
science by murmuring to himself that he was merely another: 
in the countless army of fortune hunters. And as for the 
evil in the doctor and William Benn, he satisfied himself that! 


_ men who were willing to rescue his suffering family in this 


‘generous manner could not be all bad. 

So a political machine is run by a boss who carefully 
distributes little shares of kindness and favor until a whole 
district is bound to him by eck spirit and by a sort of 
pseudo affection. 

But the greatness of the results which they had in mind 
was enough to kill any scruples in Ricardo. When he walked 
into the house where the party was given that night, it was 
not only that strange red-gold hair of his that seemed on 
fire, but the whole man was in a flame; and when he saw 
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Mauc anger he told Himself! Niede nae was seeing not merely i 

man, but seven millions of dollars! — eek 
_ She was paying a great deal of attention to a true son 
f the Western range—a big-boned man of toil, with the _ 
rooked legs of one who rides much. He had a sun-blackened 


face, with a sort of troubled redness breaking through on the 


a man who has fronted all sorts of weathers. He was quite 
‘dizzy with the attentions of Maud Ranger, and Ricardo 
‘Observed her with the keenest interest. There was more to — 
her than he had thought, more character, more keenness — 
of eye, and more good looks, though her beauty was 
decidedly qualified by her independent, almost mannish 
‘bearing. She looked able to rope a steer or ride a pitching 
‘broncho as well as any man. Her grip in shaking hands was ~ 


‘cheek bones and the point of the nose. He had the look of _ 


like that of a man, and her eye was a8 straight and direct. _ 


She introduced her companion and the latter fixed upon bs 
‘the dapper Ricardo an unfavoring glance. gene 
- “Are you a Mexican?” he asked. ies 
_ Ricardo smiled coldly upon the burly youth. For many and y 
Many 2 month, now, he had lived a strictly laborious — 

existence, and if he were encouraged to go out among the 
‘youngsters of the town, it was always rather with the pur- | 
‘pose of polishing his manners a little than of giving him 
pleasure. He was still at school, so to speak, when he went — 
out to play. 

_ But now he felt that the period of his novitiate was 
completed. He had been sent out by the doctor with only — 

these final marching orders: “Do things your own way. 
Follow your own ideas. You’re not in leading strings. But 
show the girl that you’re a man.” 

_. This blunt question from the cowman now made the old 
flame leap in the heart of the boy, as it had leaped in the 


old days, when he ranged the streets of the village like 


a tiger, looking for prey. 

~ He turned upon the other and said: “It depends on what 
you mean by the word. When an American asks that question, 
Sometimes he means Spanish—Castilian Spanish—and some- 
times he means half-breed, and sometimes Indian, and 
sometimes—greaser!” 

‘He set off the last word by itself, and spoke it slowly 
id softly, while a provoking smile of invitation appeared 
neaeate oh 


ens the pau of Ricardo. 
fixedly at him. 

“Tl explain things to you tater a? he nee pointedly: 

“Thank you,” said Ricardo, and smiled again. 

He drifted away. He had no desire to talk to Mau: 
Ranger, now; he was sunning himself in the promise a 
trouble that lay before him. It was almost by sheerest chance 
that he suddenly found himself face to face with the gin 
later on. 

She said to him in her direct way: “Are you going to hav 
trouble with Dick Jones?” 

“I hope not!” said Ricardo, but the light in his eyes belie: 
him. It was as yellow as the flame of his hair. 

_ They danced together. She wanted to know about hi 
early life. She had heard that he was raised in the wildernes 
‘of Mexico’s mountains. So he told her what Benn and th 
doctor had tatight him to say. He told her about wild hunts— 
all imagined by William Benn and worded by the docto: 
He told her of life in a rambling house in the wildernes: 
‘Savage men, savage horses, dim trails, constant peril. 

She listened to these tales with such interest that the 
sat out the following dance together. 

“I want to tell you about Dick Jones,” she said. “I hop 
you'll have no trouble with him. He has a name for bein 
hard and—a little dangerous.” 

He thanked her for the warning, and watched her mov 
away—and presently she was dancing with Dick Jones, am 
laughing up to that big, rough fellow. : 

Ricardo went out into the garden and sat down on to 
of a four-foot pillar. He leaped on it like a cat, and settle 
down with his knees hugged against his breast. He was mou 
-and more content. Life under the régime of William Ben 
had been very strenuous, but now the excitement was com 
mencing, and the pulses of Ricardo were singing. He coul 
have laughed aloud, but instead, he merely looked up : 
the stars and hummed softly to himself. 

Others drifted through the garden between dances. The 
took little notice of him; for he had become known as 
youth of naive unconsciousness; but they pointed him on 
and chuckled as they went by. A wild young Mexicai 
said they. 

_ Then a hand tapped on the foot of Ricardo. He dre 
back his thoughts from the stars and discovered that th 
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music was ‘throbbing in the houke® 
0 He looked into the face of Dick Jones. 
‘We could have our little chin now,” said Dick Jones. 
_ “We could,” said Ricardo. 
“About greasers,” said Dick Jones, 
“And gringos,” said Ricardo. 
_ “TI could talk to you better if you was down here on the 
‘ground, * added the cow-puncher. 
4 Ricardo descended to the ground. 
_ “How do you begin the talk?” he asked. ; f 
“With a straight left—to the head!” gasped Dick Jones, 
and drove a hand of iron at the face of Ricardo. But it 
Missed by the narrowest of margins, as a striking hand 
Misses a butterfly, or a whirling leaf. Then the two tangled — 


together and spun about—separated—and Dick Jones stag- — ; 


gered back and leaned against the pillar, his hands helpless 
i his sides, his head canted over on one shoulder like a 
broken reed. 
_ After a moment he gasped: “What’s happened? Where’ ve 
1 been?” ents 
2 Then he saw Ricardo, and his brain cleared.a little. He 
‘put up his hands. 
~~ “You greaser yaller dog!” said Dick, and came in un- 
‘certainly. Ricardo knocked down the feeble arms and poised 
his right hand; a cruel keenness was in his eyes, but he 
forbore to strike. 
~ “You’d better go home and wash the blood from your 
face,” said Ricardo. 
~- Dick Jones touched his face with his hand; it came away, 
wet and sticky. 
- “T guess you’ve made a mess of me,” he said frankly. 
“You got a wonderful pair of fists, kid. I thought that a pair 
of wild broncs was savagin’ me. I'd better go home before 
the girls see me. So long, Mancos! You done me up proper, 
and I got no grudge against you.” 
' Ricardo accepted the proffered hand with a feeling of 
wonder. He could not imagine his own wild nature submitting 
with such careless ease, and yet he could not help admiring 
the attitude of Dick Jones. 
He saw the latter start off, and then he returned to the 
house himself and washed the stains from his hands; and 


a mild and genial warmth of content filled the heart of 


ae ashe went back among the dancers. It was a 
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talking with Maud Ranger again. : 
bus “You're not dancing much,” she guid: “Are you havi ii 
a dull time?” 
a “Not a bit,” he answered. “I’m looking on and admiring. 
“It’s like a chocolate cake with the chocolate settled i 
streaks,” she observed. “The Americans are foolish, and thi 
Mexicans are grave. I haven’t seen Dick Jones, have you? 
“I think some one called him away,” said Ricardo. 
“You’ve barked a knuckle of your right hand,” she re 
marked. * 
“I brushed against a thorn in the garden,” replied he. — 
He looked straight at her, blankly, but he could see tha 
_she understood, and he also could see that she was surprise: 
and pleased. It puzzled Ricardo a great deal, but since Hi 
had come there, expecting to be baffled, he waited, read 
to observe and try to solve the riddle. In the meantime 
he was to be agreeable, but that was a small effort. For fron 
the moment of his return to the house, Maud Range 
monopolized him. They danced together, sat out togethe: 
walked in the garden together. / 

And yet no man tried to interfere with this monopolt 
indeed, it seemed to Ricardo that two or three youngster 
cast at him glances of grim content, and that he felt we 
strange. For certainly she was the prettiest girl at the dane; 
He considered her more critically, but still he found nothin 
wrong. \ 

There was something rather presets’ about her fram 
directness, to be stire, but that hardly could be held again: 
_. her. She talked rather more like a friendly man than like 

pretty girl; one did not need to make flattering advances 1 
her. And she was trying to draw him out on familiar groum 
into talk about his native Mexico; then she told of he 
father’s ranch, which must be much the same sort of countr: 
Some day he should come to visit them. He would H 
delighted. Then why not soon? No reason against it. An 
in five minutes it was arranged. 


a 
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Uncle William Speaks 7 ‘ 


#- 


4 doctor was complimentary when he heard from Ricardo is 


hat had been accomplished. 
-“You’ve opened the door,” he said. “But you’re too young 
» go inside alone, of course. We'll have to send someone 


te morning he opened his eyes to find the eae: be re ae 


of William Benn silhouetted against the light of the window. 

Ricardo braced himself up on his elbows. 

“Hullo,” said he, “why didn’t you sing out when | you 
e?” 

“When you have a stake horse,” said the other, “you 


2 


never bother his sleeping time. When ines you go to the 


post +t?” 
“I ride out this afternoon.” 


peg Benn closed his eyes. 


eT Rese) boy and a girl catch, or ‘they don’t. Like a 
an What did she think of you?” 

- Ricardo considered. 

“She thought that I might be useful.” 

2s that an 


, How did she affect you?” 
i 85 


1 was 5 net to seven mae fc Ee 
“Ah,” said William Benn, “that. would spoil ec, 
me tell you something. You are falling in love! You are: 
getting deeper and deeper in love every minute. Never forget 
for a moment you’ve got to convince her of that.’ 

“I don’t know how to manage that!” answered Ricardo, 
_ “Perhaps not. I'll tie you to a fellow who'll tell you how 
to act.” 

He raised his voice: 

“Lew!” 

The door of the bedroom opened instantly and closed 
without sound. Inside it stood the hunchback, Lew, his pale, 
: unhealthy face grinning at them. He jerked his head in pret 
ing at Ricardo, 

“Come here, Lew,” said William Benn. 

The hunchback came closer. He picked up a chair ont 
put it down beside William Benn. Then he sat in it, always: 
keeping his eyes fixed upon the boy. He had a face like 
a frog. He was more ugly than a Hun of Attila, and what 
made him more frightful than ever was the mirth which 
seemed to be struggling in him now. 

_ “Lew is going out with you to the girl’s place,” said Benn. 

“But I was invited by myself!” said Ricardo. 

“That makes no difference. Of course you can’t go any- 
where without your man to take care of you. Lew’s a vale 
when he wants to be, eh?” 

At this, Lew grinned a ghastly grin and winked solemnly at 
the boy. It seemed that he was laughing both with and at the 
youth. 

“And he’s a handy man, too,” said William Beni: “Hel: 
take care of you and také care of your horses. He’ll always 
be near. You can take _ word for that. Lew will always 
‘be near!” 

_ They were both smiling—the evil smile of William Benr 
and the hideous grimace of the dwarf. 

“I thought of sending Wong along with you,” continued 
the director of operations. “But I changed my mind about 
that. The reason is that Wong needs a heavy hand to keer 
him in order. But Lew is always in order. Eh, Lew?” 

Lew grinned still wider. ; 

“The kid has to pretend to be in love with her,” went on 
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Suite, a said the aniehback: “q iow all about that!” 
- William Benn looked down at that lump of ie 
eformity, and even Benn shuddered a little. | 
~ But he said: “You boss Lew, Ricardo. You understand? — 
But when it comes to a pinch, do what Lew tells you to do. 


Because he’ll never be wrong!” 


all about women!” 


“Pil tame her for you in three days,” said Lew. “I know 


_ This time he actually laughed, and his huge head rolled 


a glee. 


“Go down and trim up the horses,” said Benn to the a 


dwarf. 


~ Lew rose. He assisted himself from the chair by leaning an 


a little and so rising to his feet with the help of an upward — 


thrust of his finger tips. For his arms dangled a vast distance. _ 


He looked to Ricardo like a tall man who has been shrunk — 
and doubled up in the trunk and bowed and deformed in Es 


the legs. 
After he had left, Benn said: “You'll find him sete 


ai 


Besides, he’ll set you off. The uglier he is, the better you'll — 


appear. Take his advice about everything. He’s as~wise as 
@ spider!” 

_ So Ricardo was prepared for his visit with much good 
advice, and when he descended and mounted the horse— 


Lew holding his stirrup—William Benn and the doctor 


both shook hands with him. 


~ “We'll both be close at hand,” they told him. “And Lew — 


will always know where to find us. When in doubt, ask him 
to get us.” 

_ He went off from them, keeping his horse at a jog down 
the street. And Lew followed two lengths behind him, 
whistling shrill and small through his teeth. When they 
atrived at Maud Ranger’s, they found that she was prepared 
to start; and with her was a grim, gray-headed man already 
in the saddle. He was introduced to Ricardo as William 
Ranger, the uncle of Maud. He shook hands with a stiff 
grip and a straight, keen look. There was no doubt but that 
the girl had her manners from her father’s side of her 
family. 

' The trail began to wind over the hills in broad loops, as 
soon as they left the white walls of El Real, and when they 
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aes wiles aye behind them. 
_ At such a pace there was little chance for convene 
but it happened that swinging down a long slope the g 
_ shot her horse well ahead, and her uncle drew up a little— 
Ricardo followed suit. | 
And suddenly he was addressed gruffly: 
“Young man, d’you know why Maud has brought you ou: 
here?” 
“Yes,” said Ricardo innocently, “because she wanted tc 
show me her ranch, which she says must be like the country 
_ where I was raised.” 
“Did she indeed!” muttered William Ranger. “Now, I'll tel! 
_ you the truth. She’s brought you out here because she want! 
to start you on a longer trail!” ; 
“A trail?” echoed Ricardo. 
_ “A trail that you’ll never run to the end of, and if you dot 
Heaven help you. That’s to put it shortly. The mischief is in 
the girl, I think. She imagines that one brave man can dd 
what the law can’t manage. Madness! Sheer madness!” 
¥ “I don’t understand,” said Ricardo. 
_ “Do you understand that she had a father?” asked Willian: 
_ Ranger, as bluntly as ever. 
. SY este 
we “And that her father died?” 
4 “Yes, 2 

“And that the man who murdered him was Charles Per 
kins?” 

_“T think I’ve heard that.” . 

“Now then—the wisest man hunters that - wear the badge; 
of Uncle Sam have been..working to get at Charles Perkin: 
ever since the killing. And they’ve failed. They’ve never sect 

_ more than his dust as he rode out of range of their guns. Ons 
thing is certain—that the scoundrel is too clever and has toe 
many friends to be taken easily even by expert trailers ano 
fighters with all the resources of the law at their backs, Bu 
this ridiculous girl imagines that a single man ment succees 
where posses have failed!” 

_ Ricardo nodded. 

“T understand. ” he murmured. Y 

He could understand many, many une c in fact, which hac 
been suddenly revealed by the impatience of Ranger: Mau 
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ng in contact with the youngsters of the county—and 
ing among them, she had attracted the ones who ap- 
ared to her to be fighting men. And when they were flattered 
O a point of high interest, then she would reveal what she 
hoped. 

_ The pursuit and the death or capture of Charles Perkins! 
Ricardo thought back to the interview which he‘had spied 
on, between Benn and Perkins, on the arrival of the gun- 
nan; and he wondered what emotion would fill his breast if 


. so. » that she might ed eine At CR st 


© 


as 


ever he should stand weapon in hand before that monster _ 


mong monsters? 


~ “You understand?” oped William Ranger. “Then you 


ee what a fool she’s making of herself—and yet she'll try 


he same dodge with you. And I suppose you'll be like the | 


est of the lads, and sheer off from the adventure?” 


“TI don’t know,” murmured Ricardo. “Of course, there’s this : 
) say: The posses have failed—but a posse makes a lot of - 
‘Oise when it’s on a trail. Besides, Perkins would.run from — 


ix men, but he’d never run from one!” 


William Ranger drew his horse a little farther to the side. ; 


Te scrutinized Ricardo with a savage disbelief. 


~“Young fellow,” said he, “do you mean to tell me that 


‘ou’d undertake such a work as that?” 
“TI don’t know,” said Ricardo. “The idea is just beginning 
° take hold on me.” 


20 
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Cats Eat Rats 


he ranch was not a whit impressive. It was simply a wretched 
id shack onto which two wings had been built to give added 
om as it was needed. It looked at first glance as though no 
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ae 


“a 


Roy 


oe of La The ‘oiagine h ofs of horses a 


had ironed away all tokens of green life up to the very 


of the place, before which stood two long hitching racks, tt 


wood deeply gnawed and the ground pawed into holes benea: 
the crossbars. One would have said that a heavy wind ble 
constantly here and whipped out the very roots of the gra 
_ before they caught hold. 

The house did not stand by itself. A bunk house stan 


; nearby. There were a few sheds, two great barns, and t 
fewer than ten stacks of hay or straw, now with a winter-o 


cap of moldering brown upon each one. The winter feedit 
pens made a network of rusted barbed wire and staggerii 
posts and boards near the stacks. 

“We have to feed a lot in the winter if it comes a ha: 
_*year, *” explained Maud Ranger to Ricardo. 

She pointed about her. The mountains were like a 's 
Vehdepelt one way by a storm wind and another by a curret 


_ they crowded their heads close together; the forest slipp: 
‘from their steep shoulders; bald rocks glistened above timb 


— line; and two summits were veined with white-m the UPF 
canyons, one was brilliantly capped with snow! 

-. “You can see for yourself,” she said. “The lighter sno* 
generally are filtered down through the trees and not so ma: 


come down to the level of the lower valleys, like this one. Bi 


now and then everything is deep with snow; a thaw and! 


_ hard freeze, and we’re apt to have thousands of cows on oO 


hands. That’s a hard job, you know. Do you know a 80" 
deal about cows?” 
Ricardo hesitated an instant. He felt that now he was ¢ 


_ tually on a cow ranch, it'would be dangerous to pretend. 


“No,” he said. “I don’t.” 

She was as sharp and as rough asa man in her talk. 
“But I thought that you came from a cow country?” s 
said. 
~ “JT do. But everybody in a cow country doesn’t ride he: 
you know.” 

She frowned, and looked squarely at him. 

_ “What sort of work did you do down in your ie 
she asked. 

“A Mexican, you know,” said the boy, “is supposed to gr 
up to be a gentleman, not a laborer.” 
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no more about it, though once or twice her glances darted 
sort of honest indignation at Ricardo. 

William Ranger had fallen back from the side of the ter 
and his niece. He appeared to find the hunchback more at- 
tractive for conversation. 

» In the meantime, they moved on to the house; after the 
first glance, the- building itself was of less and less impor- 
tance. The broken mountains filled the eye of the*mind too 
completely. 


-“No one ever thought of working cows in this country,” 


said Maud Ranger. “Everyone was only thinking of breaking 
through from one side to the other. People simply cursed 
and hated this range; in the winter, for years, it was con- 
sidered to be impassable. But my father came here and settled 
down. He was not afraid!” 
- She let her voice swell a little, as she said that. 

“He’s famous, isn’t he?” asked Ricardo, with as much of 
an air of interest as he could summon. 

_ “No, he isn’t,” she replied sharply. “He ought to be!” See 
* he did. He showed the way. Now there are twenty big 
ranches scattered through these mountains. Thousands of cows. 
But he’s not famous. When he went into banking he got a lot 
nore notoriety, he had his name in the, papers more. But this 
s his real work. And who cared about it? Who cared a rap 


; ares not a “all “pane with this lofty reny, but she 


a 


about it? Bah! How many posses are out now, hunting for — A 


he murderer? And yet it isn’t as if he were an unknown ~ 


man. Everyone knows that it’s Charles Perkins. Everyone 
snows where Charles Perkins is to be found, and yet no one 
vill dare to go get him!” 


She clenched both her hands. She was trembling, And 


Ricardo, braced and prepared as he had been for such a 
tatement from her, was astounded now. He had put her down 
is a cool-minded girl, with a stubborn streak in her which 
vanted revenge for her father’s death, but he had opened 
door on a furnace to-day, a red whirl and leaping of flames. 
“He did this!” said the girl. 

She held out her hands in such a way that one would have 
hought she meant that her father had built the huge moun- 
gins, and she added at once: “No one would have lived with 
hem, you see, if he hadn’t shown the way. I was raised here!” 
he concluded. “In the old days, we were shut off all winter. 
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7 eked for onda: No newspaper. ‘No mail 
oie struggled down through the lower passes once in a while. 
- were shut in, here. It used to be terribly cold. What fire 
winter nights! The whole house used to shake, the flames we 
in such crowds, herding up the chimneys, and roaring! Even 
fire had its own voice. I could tell them apart by their mu. 
tering, and by their hissing!” 
She laughed, and, her laughter breaking off suddenly, + 
struck her hands together. It was not as dramatic an acti 
the performance as in the description. But she had turne 
pale and her eyes seemed set in hollows of deep shadow ov 
of which she looked sadly at the boy. 
“J can imagine,” said Ricardo stupidly. “Of course it we 


exciting to be wifter-bound like that!” 


“He did such things!” broke in the girl, riding over h 
comment. “He was such things! And what does the world care 
Oh, what does it care? Every evening, Charles Perkins ride 
down from the hills to Back Creek, and rides into it, an 
tules the place. The police know where he is. But they won 
try to get him. They’re afraid! They’re afraid!” 
Her uncle rode suddenly up to them. 
- “You better hurry on, Maud!” said he in the bluffest | c 


_-voices. “We can’t loiter all evening on the road!” 


- She did not answer. Her head was pressed down a little s 
that the brim of her hat covered the upper part of her fac 
and Ricardo could guess that she was crying. He could r 
_ member, once, hearing a broken-hearted man sob—a bra\ 
- and a strong man who, nevertheless, sobbed. It had been 
moment of horror—a thing not even to think of. But the tea 
of that. man affected him with no more force than th 
moment’s weakness in the girl. She was no weak type, lettir 
sorrows flow through her to a ready expression. He looked : 
her in bewilderment, realizing that all he had thought of hi 
was wrong indeed. Enormous Jaa aes worked in her. At 
Ricardo was quite overawed. 

William Ranger pressed close to Ricardo and said to hi 
ominously: “That’s a subject that is going to wreck the bra 
of Maud one of these days. We try to keep away from it. L 
you understand?” : 

“You try to keep away from it?” replied Ricardo, tippi 
up his head. “But why don’t you do something about it then 


Oz . 


ot ‘exclamation of anger came on ahs lips of William 
nger, but he suppressed it at once. 

“You're a stranger,” he said. “You don’t ind what you'r re 
petting about. Perhaps you’ve never heard of Back Creek 

ore?” 

_ And Ricardo had to be silent, admitting that the name was 
“few. Besides, he received a sudden keen glance from Lew, 
which he took as a warning. 

_ So they got to the house and tethered their horses at the 
tack. A Negro boy came and led them away, Lew going along 


to give his-matchless care to the span which were under his — 


charge. 


_ Then Ricardo was shown up to his room. It was a corner _ 


of the second story. It looked full to the northeast, and as 
she led him to it, Maud Ranger SS out through the 
window. 


_ “There’s Back Mountain. You see the snow on the top of 


it, turning to flame, now, like the hair on your head. That’s 


Back Mountain. Back Creek lies on the knee of it. You can’t _ 
‘see the town from here. But you can know it is there. Every 


day I look and know it is there. And every evening time I 
‘know that he’s riding down into the place—waving his hand 


‘to his friends—and laughing and joking with them—and > 


asking for news—and scoffing at the law and the fools who 
-do what the law bids! Every evening!” 
_ She caught her breath, and hurried suddenly from the 
_Toom, and Ricardo sat down on the edge of the bed and 
“rolled a cigarette and lighted it, and looked vaguely out the 
window at the head of Back Mountain, now like a torch in 
' the sky. 
Lew, bringing up the pack, found him there, and Lew sat 

down and stretched. 

- “You brought her on,” said Lew, nodding. “You done a 
good bit of work there. I thought you were playing too dumb 


at first. But you were right. Sometimes it’s better to let them — 


talk by themselves if they got plenty to say! It’ll come out 
“sooner or later.” 

_ Ricardo said bluntly: “Do you think she’s sane? Do you 
think that she’s out of her mind, a little?” 

“All women are,” said the hunchback. “Their brains are 
no good. They got wits, like a cat, but they got no mind. 
Look at her. She’s on fire like Back Mountain!” 

. He jerked his thumb over his shoulder. 
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a “Of course it’s true,” said ne dace “where else wo 
be going? Where else would he be safe?” ; 
- “But how can he be safe anywhere?” asked the bev” 
“Cats eat rats,” said the hunchback. fee don’t dine on 


i one another!” 


21 
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Back Creek and Back Mountain 


as He would not talk any more about Back Creek. 

“You ask the girl to tell you about it,” said he. “That’s the 
a ‘best way; because it’ll show that you mean business. I thought 
=~ that it would take a little time, but now you got the game in 
your own hands!” 

_ He rubbed his own bony claws together. 

_ “J don’t understand,” said Ricardo patiently. o 
“fm gunna explain,” remarked Lew. “Don’t you worry. 
_ Jil show you where you stand. How is things now? Well, the 
Be girl is kind of desperate. Her old man was sacred to her. He 

died. Nobody took a scalp to get even. She feels the way that 
an Indian girl would feel. That’s right and nacheral enough. 
She was raised half wild. Now she looks over to Back Moun- 
_ tain and it makes her think of Charlie Perkins, and she pretty 
near loses her mind. You take a girl, and you'll always find 
_ that she’s more likely to carry on with what her dad was 
doing. This girl wants to do the same thing. She wants to 
_ make the ranch flourish. But first of all, she wants to revenge 
_ the death of the old man. I seen through it all to-day. She 
ain’t really crazy, but she’d pretty near sell her soul to plant 
_ Charlie Perkins under the ground. Now she’s heated up so 
bad that you’d better bring around a show-down pronto. That’s 
the best way! Right after dinner you open up with questio: s. 
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make the uncle see ple ‘He'll to force your band. 
‘What are you gunna do about this here thing?’ he’ll say. ‘I’m 

gunna go and try to kill Charlie Perkins,’ you'll say. ‘Why 
should you do that?’ the uncle will ask. ‘Because I love Maud © 


_ Ranger!’ you say. ‘Bah!’ says her uncle. ‘You love her as much 


as seven million dollars’ worth, don’t you?’ You stick to your 


- guns. Play right out in the open, apparently. That’s the way 


to bluff them.” 
Ricardo was on his feet, the cigarette fuming unnoticed 


between his fingers, his mouth twisted hard. 


“It’s too fast!” said he. “I can’t rush on and talk like that. 


_ Thardly know her!” 


“Of course you don’t,” said Lew. 
He sat in the chair with his knees embraced in his long | 


arms, grinning like an ape and rocking himself slowly back — 
_ and forth. K 


“Of course, you don’t know her! It was love at first sight. - 
_ with you. When you talk about her, she sets you on fire!” 


- You'll stand up before ’em all and tell ’em that.You’ll pretty — 
_ hear convince ’em, because you got the makin’s of a good, 


Lae 


_ first-rate, hundred-percent liar in you! You lie smooth, nach- 

eral, and easy. You gotta flow of words. That means a lot. It 
puts the brains to sleep!” 

He laughed silently. It seemed to Ricardo that this creature 

_ was more hideous than William Benn, more terrible than the 


pale, inhuman face of the doctor. Yet he knew that this was 
- only a demi-devil, contrasted with the superior art and malice 
of the other two. 


However, he was under orders to follow the advice of the 


"hunchback, and he set his teeth and determined to pass through 


_ the ordeal. 
At dinner there were four at the table—Maud, himself, — 
William Ranger, and the latter’s wife. She was a square lump_ 


of a woman with a great curved nose set in the middle of a 
_ red face. Her husband was a good-looking man; it seemed a 


miracle that he would be married to such a cartoon of a 
- woman. Moreover, she had few graces, but like all the Rangers 
and those associated with that family she was wonderfully 
blunt and to the point in everything that she had to say. 

She carried on the main burden of the conversation after 
_dinner began, by telling how she had ridden up “The Five- 
mile Trail” on a balky horse. 

“TI could turn him around, but I couldn’t start him ahead. 


his tail between his tows Tike a. ueaied do 
_ back because that spade bit was murdering his mouth and 
jaw. I backed him up that trail for about half a mile, I think, 
and all the time he was pretty sure that he was only a step 
from falling over the edge. He’ll never balk again. After I 
- finished with that lop-eared fool, he stood and shook for ten 
‘minutes. When he had his legs under him I rode on. He'll 
never say no again!” 

_ And she stabbed her fork viciously into a section of carrot. 
“We'll do the Five-mile Trail to-morrow,” said Maud 
_ Ranger. ; 
_ “Who'll do the Five-mile Trail?” snapped her aunt. 

- “J was speaking to Mr. Mancos,” replied Maud coldly. 
 “That’s a funny name,” said the older woman. “Mancos. 
That’s a Spanish name. How’d you come by such a name as” 


_ that, young man?” 


“Mr. Mancos is from Mexico,” said Maud. ~ 
“What? With his eyes—and his hair—and his pink cheeks?” 
ogee Theodora Ranger. 
She put down her formidable fork and glared at him. 
“Bah!” said Theodora Ranger. “Mexico my foot!” she 
added, still staring. 
_ “There’s the Castilian strain,” explained Maud, coloring a 
little. “You know that there was a lot of Gothic blood in 
northern Spain. o 
_. “Gothic foot!” said Mrs. Ranger, who seemed to reserve 
that expression as a sort of heavy artillery to express her 
scorn of the notions of others. “Young man, if you’re not 
white, I’m an Indian!” 
Ricardo was so angry that he was on the verge of telling 
her that she was almost the right color to belong to that 
breed, and certainly she was more than sufficiently ugly to 
2 pa a tepee of the most savage Apache. 
He said nothing. His face was pink, streaked with white, so 
great was his anger; for ever since the first conversation in 
which the doctor had pointed out the probability that he was 
_ an American, he had been extremely touchy on the point. He 
only felt that it was giving away his nationality; he could not 
_ think of it as a claiming of his real right. — 2 
“You'll ride the Five-mile Trail and break your two preciou 7 
_ necks,” said Mrs. Ranger. “Unless you. take mules!” 
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d enough to be argued with.” 


_ Ranger. 


Ricardo nodded, ane Mrs. Ranger leaned her pawerfal chia. 


Z _ Upon her hand and regarded him with leonine calm. 


“You're aa of natural scenery, I suppose?” she said. ey, 


“Oh, yes,” said Ricardo. 
“And mountains?” 
“Yes.” 
“And rocks?” . 
_- He saw that he was being baited eet did not respon 


GAd0Re: treed a Eisbaad: “They re $ 


“You came out to see the place, did you?” asked Mrs. iS 


a) 


“Mostly the mountains, you like, - suppose?” said Mrs. 


_ Ranger. 
And at that, he struck back at her with a smile on his lips. - 
“Back Mountain is a wonderful old peak,” said he. “I like 


Mrs. Ranger glanced at her niece and bit her lip. Then, as 
covertly as she could, she shook her head at their new guest, 


_ but Ricardo had seen the girl shiver and jerk up her head. 


_ He went on blandly: . 
“Td like to know about the village on it, too—and how it is 


that in such a place they can laugh at the law. Can you tell me 


anything about it, Mrs. Ranger?” 
She was so angry that she grew purplish, only the concern 
she felt for her niece kept her in control. 


“Till show you a map of the mountain after dinner,” she 


Said pointedly. 
Maud Ranger clasped her hands on the edge of the table. 
“TIl tell you all about it;” she said in a slow voice. 
~ “You'll do nothing of the kind,” insisted Mrs. Ranger “You 
go on with your dinner!” 
_ Maud Ranger shook her head slightly. 
_. “T can tell you,” she said, fixing her glance upon Ricardo. 
And he thought it was the strangest look he ever had seen 
on the face of woman or man, there was so much cruelty in 
it, and pity, and curiosity, and pain, and hope. And all these 
‘qualities were in her voice, though she kept that low. And 
Ricardo listened as to dangerous music. 
“I can tell you all about it,” she repeated. “The town of 
Back Creek is dumped down in a tangle of wild forest and 


SF 


‘ocks. Nearly all the people who live there are on the spot 
cause they can’t live any other place. There are always a 
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Back Mountain especially.” © — 


Bette the trees gad ‘bd ois, and the other 
ue supplied with food. They’re an organized community to protec 
- crime. They live on crime!” 

“You’d better postpone the rest of the story!” said Mrs. | 
Ranger, giving Ricardo a dreadful glance. 
“But how can they live on crime in the middle of the 
- mountains? Do they rustle cattle?” asked Ricardo. 
ab “They live on the money that the freshest of the crop bring 

in. The crooks carry their money with them. They pay for 
the protection they get. And that money passes through the 
village. It’s the blood that keeps it alive. And that’s the reason 
_ that Charles Perkins went there!” 

_ Mrs. Ranger pushed back her chair a little, and it screeched 
on the floor, for she was a heavy woman. 
“Maud!” she exclaimed. 

“Well?” said the girl. 

‘Tm not going to have you start that thing again!” 
“Can you tell me why I’m not to answer questions about. 

Back Mountain?” ee 
“You know perfectly well what you’re leading up to!” 
Maud Ranger said nothing, and her aunt, growing more: 
angry, pointed deliberately at Ricardo. 

“Besides,” she said, “you’re losing your wits, appealing to) 
a aie baby like this!” 
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Maud Ranger’s Promise 


It was a distinctly unpleasant climax. Ricardo looked do 
at the table and wished for something to say. Dinner was at 
an end, Everyone sat stiff and collected for trouble. Mauc 

_ Ranger did not make an immediate reply to her blunt au 
and the latter carried on with the attack which she began. j 
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said Ricardo. “We were atin about my own aah» 
ountry. It’s a good deal like this. Miss Ranger kindly Se 

that I would be interested to see——” 

a “Bah!” exclaimed Mrs. Ranger. “The truth is——” 


“Theodora,” broke in her husband, “I think.-that you’ve — 


‘gone about far enough. There’s no use dragging in the horrors" 

at this point.” 

* “T've started it. Now let me finish it,” she sini “Pm not _ 

‘going to go through another dreadful farce. Mr. Mancos, will 
u listen to me?” 


ible, but all the time he was keeping covert watch upon — 


F © Ricardo watched her, making his expression as polite as S 


girl, to see how she took this affair, and he was hardly ; 


‘surprised to see that she was-perfectly cool under fire. 

_ “I know what Maud is up to,” said the older woman, strik--~ 
g her clenched hand, though lightly, on the edge of the-table. 

“You'll be shown around the place for a day ortwo, but after 

‘that you'll have the idea put to you in so many shapes that — 

‘pretty soon you'll begin to take it seriously. Do you know 

‘what the crazy girl’s idea is, Mr. Mancos?” 


_ Ricardo was silent. After all, there was not much that he ~ 


could say. 
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_ “It’s simply this: That the sheriffs and the posses are helpless ee 


‘to get at Perkins because, when they come, their numbers 
‘send the warning before them. And then everyone assists 
Perkins to get off into the tall timber. But if a single man 
‘went to the town, he’d have no difficulty in getting at that 
‘maurderer! In one word, Mr. Mancos, she hopes that you’re 
‘the man who will undertake such a job. She hopes that you are 
going to meet and stand up to Charles Perkins singlehanded. 
And if that’s not madness, I’d like to know what is!” 

_ $he went on angrily: 

_ “Maud, I want you to say whether or not I’m right! Con- 
‘fess! It'll be good for your soul. You wanted to send this poor — 
Pifont against that fiend of a Perkins. Am I correct?” 

_ Ricardo looked keenly at Maud. She was staring down at 
her clasped hands as she replied in an even voice: “What else 


3e€ xe if one of them will fight for me, because I can’t fight for 


ing, raving nonsense!” exclaimed Mrs. Ranger. 
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I do, except to hunt through the world for brave men and _ 


“Theodora,” sche her feebates scan “you'll 
it. You mustn’t carry on like this any Jonge! ee 
_ “What would you do?” she asked. “Would you ae a 
pink-and-white softy like this boy sent out to have his head 
_ blown off his shoulders to suit the silly whim of Maud? But 
you see, Mr. Mancos, that she’s honest enough to confess at 
once!” 

Ricardo did not make any comment, he was too busy trying 
to arrange words in his mind for this critical moment. 

And Maud Ranger gave him no rest. “It’s true. I'd noticed 
you before, but I don’t suppose that I would have been so 
very excited if it hadn’t been for what happened to Dick 
Jones. They don’t understand what I mean, but you do.” 

“What Dick Jones?” asked Mrs. Ranger in her harsh voice. 
“You mean that wild man from Montana? There would have 
been a possible man for you, Maud, I admit.” 

“He had a little trouble with Mr. Mancos,” said the girl, 
“and when it was over, Dick went home.” 

_ “You mean he wasn’t fit to be seen?” asked Mrs. Rangers 
with her usual bluntness. “You mean that this boy whacked 
Dick out of shape?” 

Maud looked at her aunt with the faintest of smiles. 

“No, it just happened that he was called away. And Mr. 
Mancos had a barked ee gpoiaasaegaenr es he’d grazed against 
the wall in the garden 

_ She paused and turned her glance toward Ricardo. All three 

of them stared at him. He colored a little, and then Mrs. 
Ranger burst out: “I don’t know that that makes it any better, 
What’s against nature is not to be admired. How could this 
boy beat Dick Jones, unless he’s a freak? Oh, well, I don’t! 
want to insult him. But I wish that you’d tell me exactly 
what happened between you and Jones, Mr. Mancos!” 

“We agreed,” said Ricardo, “that we couldn’t agree. He— 
er—went home. That is all there is to it.” 

“Are you modest?” asked the blunt lady of the house. “But 
at any rate, that doesn’t matter. You know about Charles. 
Perkins, I suppose?” 

“Ves, 99 

“And now that you know why Maud has brought you up 
here, what are you going to do about it?” 

“I suppose,” said Ricardo, “that I’d better go to have a look 
at Mr. Perkins, if I can!” 
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think you might stop bitbyiig, said Maud eines 

prow ve dragged my affairs out into the full light of day. 

‘Now I think you might leave them there. You’ve done what — 

harm you could do!” : 

This cold speech had no effect upon Mrs. Ranger, who ex- 

‘claimed: “And if you did find Charles Perkins, what do you 
‘think you would do to him, young man?” 

- He answered gently: “I would kill him if I could.” me 
_ “Kill him!” said Mrs. Ranger scornfully. “And with what? 
With a pebble from your sling? Do you carry a gun, ee re 
Mr. Mancos?” : 

_ “I carry an old gun for shooting rabbits,” said Ricardo. 

He had grown angrier and angrier as the scorn of Mrs. 

‘Ranger and her disbelief were poured out upon him. 

Now he stretched out his hand and under it there appeared. ~ E 

a Colt .45, which he laid on the table before his hostess. ; 

The others were startled a little by his unusual’ gesture. But _ 
then they began to notice many points of interest about the 

“Weapon—as that it possessed no trigger, and the sights had 
been filed off, and the gun had a peculiar look of battered — 
care, like a well-polished antique. 

“Who gave you that gun?” asked Mrs. Ranger. 
“I bought it new,” answered the boy. 

_ “Well,” gasped his hostess, “it’s like something out of a 
book. But it’s a man’s gun! You are a trained fighter, then? 
But what’s induced you to come up here to fight for Maud 
Ranger?” 

_ Crimson poured over the face of Ricardo. 

He could not speak. 
_ “Out with it!’ said the cruel Theodora. 
“That question—ah, well—it’s because Sy 
Ricardo stumbled and blundered again. 
- “You have no right to ask that!” he said at last. 
“Bah!” snapped Mrs. Ranger. “Haven’t I? But I have, 
though! It’s because you can see seven million dollars as 
clearly as any man!” 
- “Aunt Theodora!” cried the girl, Serene from her chair. — 
Ricardo had risen also. He was white—the truth is some- 
ines a poisoned arrow—but he retained his dignity. ~ 
“Tt was not the ieee of money that made me want to serve 


he x!” he said. 
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he wants you! 


Sieh the lie came 
“Not love of money. Love 
cer “Love at first sight, I suppose!” | a 

Maud Ranger broke in: “Aunt “Theodora, I Wont stan 
another word of this. You’ve insulted me repeatedly. You've 
begun to insult an invited guest. I don’t know what yous 
thinking of!” 

“Great Heavens!” said the aunt. “If you had the wit of a 
blackbird, you’d understand. I was wrong. This boy is not a 
pink-and-white little fool. He’s a trained fortune hunter. And 
12? 

_ The tortured girl cried out in a passion: “And what if he 
does? And what if he does? You and the rest sit quietly by. It 
doesn’t matter to you if justice is sound asleep. You don't 
care. I’ve worked and prayed and hoped to find the man who 
would bring justice to Perkins. And if Ricardo Mancos can 

_ do it 

“Wait a moment!” exclaimed William Ranger, rising at last 
in alarm. “What are you about to say?” 

“What you’ve driven me to say!” she answered. 

“Tm not driving you!” exclaimed Theodora Ranger. “Don’t 
be silly. Don’t say anything rash!” _ 

But the girl hurried to Ricardo and stood before him very 
close. 

“Are you honest? Are you fair and square?” she asked him. 

_ He had to strain every ounce of strength in his soul to 
meet that searching glance, 

“I hope I am,” said_he. 

“Then—if you kill Charles Perkins—I don’t know that 
you’d want me; but you could have me if you did——” 

“Maud!” shouted her aunt. 

“It’s no use talking now,” said the girl. “I’ve given my 

_ promise. You’ve badgered me-and mocked me. And you 
know that there’s one sacred thing in this filthy world, and 
that’s my word of honor! Do you hear, Mr. Mancos? I con- 
fess everything. You’re only a fighting machine to me. I got 
you up here, hoping that I could bribe you to take the trail 
of Perkins. And I’m willing to bribe you with all that I have 
and all that I am! I give you my word of honor. I swear tc 
Heaven that this is the truth!” 

She turned and ran from the room and left a gasping 
silence behind her. Then William Ranger said: “Young man 
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hing irritates a man so much as to know that he ss ee 
layed a low part, and Ricardo knew that he had lied, and 
een a grave-faced sneak. Now he took a quick step and © 
caught Mr. Ranger by the wrist: ie 
“Tye been bullied and insulted by your wife,” said he. _ 
“But she’s a woman. You’re a man—at least, I hope so!” 

: And he left the room as quickly as the girl had done. He © 
could hear Mrs. Ranger saying, as the door closed behind ms ar 
him: “There is poison in him!” 


A Seven-Million-Dollar Mine — 


When Ricardo reached. his room he was met at once by fuses 
grinning face of the dwarf, Lew, and the sight shocked and 
injured him; as though the devil that had been working 
in him at the supper table was here reduced to the flesh. 

_ “Why are you here?” asked Ricardo. “The bunk house is 
for you, I suppose!” 

Lew merely nodded. 

“Of course, it is,” he answered. “But I dropped in to spend 
a minute chatting with you, and I thought that maybe you’d © 
Want this.” 

' He had taken out a flask, from which he poured two 
Begers of amber liquor into a tumbler. Ricardo took it; it 
Was strong brandy, and he allowed the fumes to mount to 
his head. It relaxed him. He slipped into a chair and sup- 
eported his forehead on the heel of the palm of his left hand. 
_ “Yhat’s correct,” said Lew. “Always, you have the right © 
Tad free, you understand? But you needed that drink. It'll 
) you good! The way that you been workin’!” 
pv bat do “Aiba know?” asked Ricardo. 
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a “On the: way up to" yout 
_ outside: the dining-room window. ‘ 
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happened inside, and I heard.” 
Ricardo stared blankly at him. 
“You got brains,” said Lew. “y told you what to do ond 
what to say, but you cut everything fine, and made them 
bring the game to you! Well, that was brains. When that 
old fool of an aunt of the girl started to talk, I thought that 
you'd get sore and sling something back at her. Not you! I 
couldn’t help admirin’ the sad and silent kind of dignity you 


' showed. It was a grand bluff. I seen that minute that you 


have the making of a grand little old poker player in you! 
I’m gunna teach you the game myself, lad. I’m gunna take 
you in hand. We’re gunna make you a polished performer. 
What with the doctor, and Benn, and Wong, and the Negro, 
and me, we’re gunna make you a performer, all right, and 
a stake horse, at that!” 

This speech flowed so cheerfully and rapidly from the lips 


of the hunchback that Ricardo had no need to answer. And 


now, as he raised his head, the dwarf went on: “It makes you 

a little sick, just now. Always that way, at first, and partic- 
ae when you’re -workin’ against a woman. Take an 
up-standin’, fine wild-hearted girl like Maud. It sort of turns 


you to think of double crossing her. But then, she’s let 


herself in for it. She played the fool, and fools have gotta Pays 
in this here world of ours!” 

He struck his hands suddenly together with fierce exultation 
and exclaimed. 

“Now we got them in our hands. Seven millions! And a 


~ fine wife for you. It’s the grandest thing that ever come out 


of the brain of Benn. He’s a great man. I always knew he 
was, but this beats everything! Seven million dollars!” 

He whispered it, with an indrawn breath. 

Then he added, savagely: “You heard what, she asked? 
Are you honest? Are you fair and square? Well, you see 
what that means?” 

“I know that I’m a liar,” said Ricardo. “Is that what yop 
mean?” 

“It means that if she gets an inkling of what you really 
are, then the deal is off. But, once married to her, you have 
her in your pocket. You have her, and the rest is easy sail- 
ing!” . 

“I want to be alone,” said Ricardo. : 
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2? said Lew. “Besides, I’ve got to go and 


_. “Shall I leave you the flask, kid?” 

_» “No, thank you.” 

_ “That’s right. Leave the stuff alone. Just a jolt when 

your blood gets cold. That’s all it’s good for. Tell me one 

thing. When do you want to start?” 

_ “The sooner the better.” 
“To-morrow morning, then, if the boss says so. The doctor 

has gone on ahead, I think. I'll be back before dawn and let 

you know everything exact!” @ 

_ He disappeared through the window. There was only a | 

faint scratching sound for an instant. When Ricardo went to 

the window and leaned out, there was no sight of the dwarf. 


So the boy undressed, and turned in. His conscience, after. 


all, was no powerful engine, and it could not avail to keep 
him awake. The last fumes of the brandy. .deadened his 
“Rervous brain; he smiled with numb lips at the praise which 
the hunchback had showeréd upon him; again he felt that he » 
had committed himself to a mighty current. At last he slept, © 
and dreamed that William Benn had come to him in the 
guise of a winged dragon, and snatched him up, and borne 
him across the world in resistless flight. 


Then he awakened, with a tapping at his shoulder. The _ 


dwarf was leaning above him; the room was still black with 
night, but the window was a gray square. 

“I seen Benn. It’s fixed and right. You start on to-day. You 
take me along with you. You better get up and get ready 
‘to start now. We oughta be on the trail by dawn!” 

Dragging himself out of his slumber, Ricardo dressed. 
His clothes were damp and cold; he went down through the 
chilly house and out under a windy sky. Flags of clouds 
were hung from the southern mountains; those to the east 
were black with the day coming up swiftly behind them, 

“It’s a mean day, ain’t it?” grinned Lew. “But the darker 
the day, the better the start. The day ain’t half as dark as 
When we’re gunna meet up with Charlie Perkins, You can 
lay to that!” , 

_ By the time the packs were made up, and the’ horses 
‘Saddled, the sun was nearly up and life was stirring on the 
fanch. From the kitchen chimney smoke poured white and 
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- When ee wen ah: pric! Ww - th Ose 
stead: head down at the hitching rack, dain 
toward the increasing blast. The fingers of Ricardo w 
half numbed before he could work them into his riding gloves, 
and as he swung into the saddle, Maud Ranger came out 
to him. She held his horse by the head and talked up to him. 
“Pye tried to think it out all night,” she said. “I’ve told 
: ; ~ myself over and over that you’re dreadfully young. And now 
- I want to tell you that if it’s only pride that’s driving you 
on to try a thing where all the odds are against you—get off 
- your horse again and go back to bed. J would never reproach 


: ‘ “you!” 


_ He shook his head. 

“I only want to get on the trail,” he said. 
_ She abandoned the head of the horse, stepped ieee to 
; him and gripped his glove hand. 
“Good luck!” she said. i 
‘Then Ricardo took off his hat to her, and the wind blew 
_ the yellow flame of his hair forward and fluttering about his 
_ face. And so he turned off and started on the trail to Back 
- Mountain with the dwarf riding a little behind him. 
When they were out of sight of the house, and dipping 
down into the first valley, Lew came at his left hand. ¢ 
“All that you gotta think of is riding straight ahead for 
Back Creek,” said Lew. “Other brains is gunna take you 
up and handle the job for you, once you’re there. All you 
need is to flash yourself as a crook. Understand?” 
Ricardo nodded. 
“You been doing a little eats cracking, kid. That’s the 
job that you’ve just cleaned up on. You gotta have a wad to 
flash. Here you are!” | 

‘He took out a wallet and passed it to Ricardo. Inside, the 
boy saw the fluttering edges of a sheaf of bills. 

“There’s about three thousand in that,” said Lew. “But 
you don’t have to say how little. You’ve cleaned up. That’s 
the idea. And you’re heading for Back Creek so’s to let the 
fuss die down before you come out into the world ozs 
Is that right?” Ee 

“Yes,” said Ricardo, nodding again. i 

“The main idea is to be free and easy of everything except 
talk. A little silence is fine salt for any sort of conversation 
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little. Don’t sit death with your nek os the nae 
ip, rather. Keep your right hand always free. Look 


- something in your mind.” 
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people over before you talk to them, and look like you got | 


“Has there been a bank robbery lately?” asked Ricardo. 
“There’s always been a safe cracked, big or little, not long © 


before, and it happens that just a few days ago there was a job 
_ done in Wyoming and a couple of bank clerks were planted — 


under the sod after the shooting was over.” 
“Could we come from Wyoming here so quickly?” 


_ “By train, sure! Then we hopped off the train and we got — 


é _ the pair of hosses, and we started drifting for Back Creek. ie 


' That’s all. You don’t have to say even that. But that’s your — 
story. Benn says that’s the thing for you to have in your © 


_ mind!” 


That ended the talk. They began to ride through a tangle 2 


of broken ravines, only now and then following some 


very dim cowpath, but usually pushing ahead like boats — 


through a wild sea. But the dwarf seemed to ask his wae 
_ perfectly. 
“Tye been here before,” said he. “That was bette I met 


with Bill Benn and learned how to laugh at the law. That | 


‘was when I was a young fool!” 


Their horses were good; the guide was perfect; and they 


Made such good time that at last they were in sight of a 
Tugged hillside above which the huge front of Back Mountain 
sprang.up to his gleaming snows. 

_ “There’s Back Creek,” said the hunchback, “and that’s 
where we gotta dig the mine that’s got seven million salted 
away in the ground. Spit on your hands, kid, and wish us all 


“good luck!” 
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Ricardo Rides Outside 


_ The site of Back Creek was a little shoulder which had 
been carved out of the ribs of the mountain by the action 
of the creek itself. It was not a well-leveled shoulder. In fact, 
is was sprinkled over with gigantic boulders which often 
looked more like human habitations than the odd-shaped 
_ shanties and shacks which had been thrown together here and 

there among the rocks. The roar of the foaming creek 

dominated all other sounds. And the single street of the 
village ran a twisting course, like a tormented mountain 
torrent, dodging among the big rocks. The village itself had_ 
_ rather the look of a temporary summer camp, hastily thrown 
up, and abandoned years before. Now it was occupied again, 
one would have said, without having sufficient time invested 
in it to make it comfortable. There were not two sound 
pieces of glass in the windows of Back Creek, and the missing 
_ panes had been filled in with rags, sacking, or, at the best, thin 
boards which in turn had cracked again. ‘The doors stood 


_ open, sagging from their hinges. Ricardo looked into interiors 


where the ground was naked, or where the flooring, perhaps, 
had been half torn up in order to des fuel on the she 
- cold nights of winter. : 

The hunt for fuel had ripped away. a large portion of 
the forest. Enormous stumps surrounded Back Creek, and one 
_ could tell by the color of the cuttings the number of years 
_ during which Back Creek had been a town. Beyond this ragged 
' circle of clearing, the virgin woods began, huge beyond 


belief, making a secondary night beneath their branches. It 


_ Was easy to see why Back Creek had become an ideal resort 


= for criminals seeking to avoid the law, for the woods them- 


selves offered an endless labyrinth through which whole 
armies of searchers might have passed in vain. And to 
complicate matters the more, canyons were split deep in the 
side of the mountain—looking as though they had beet 
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fu: itive could ioe run on foot fron the village said 
‘hidden himself from mounted men! Ricardo noted all these 


Lew. 
_ “We never can find our man,” he suggested. 
- “Tf I can’t go to him, he'll come to us,” said Lew. 
“There’s the hotel.” 

The hotel looked not like one building, but three or four 
heaped together in a jumble. One could see the lines of 
growth as the additions had been piled on hodge-podge. In 


front of it staggered a long veranda, and in front of the 


veranda were watering troughs, green with slime, and beaded 
‘with moss on the outside. 


On this veranda no fewer than a dozen men were 


“sprawled in chairs, smoking cigarettes, and looking out at the 


rough world and listening to the music which a gigantic 


Negro ground out of a small hand organ. 
He stood in the dust of the rutted street and turned the 


handle of his organ, his head of tight, gray curls exposed to — 


features with a most appreciative eye; and then he turned to. 


AY 


the burning heat of the sun, the back of his neck glistening 


with moisture. A short, disorderly, gray beard was kinked 
“on his chin, and his tired, expectant face he turned up and 
down the veranda in hope of money. 
_ Noone gave any sign that they saw these appealing glances. 
Neither did they give any token that they were aware of 
Ricardo, who threw the reins of his horse to Lew and went 
up the steps to the veranda level. There he paused lightly 
‘and scanned the line up and down. 

He received not a flash from a single eye in recognition. He 


drew from his trousers pocket a silver dollar. At the flash 


of it, twelve men jerked in their chairs, twelve hands leaped, 


and at the farther end of the line one man actually drew a — 


Colt—though he hastily stowed it again in his clothes. 

But in that instant, Ricardo had looked into more savage, 
fighting, human souls than ever he had seen or dreamed of 
before. He tossed the dollar to the huge, old Negro at the 


-hand organ, made no pause to receive thanks, and walked - 


into the hotel feeling that he was stepping through red- 
hot coals. 
There was a little lobby, but not a soul in it except an 
‘iron-jawed slattern of a woman. A woman to ae a hotel in 
. such a town! 
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oe: ‘uttered. And then she led the way up a trembling stairs to 


: Pp 

ae to reveal the: apelike srectane ef hens head an 
‘massive brows she glared at Ricardo out of red eyes. 
“How d’ye?” And she shoved the register toward him. 
“Good afternoon,” said Ricardo. | 
At this, she laughed. “You're one of the high-fiyers, ares 

you?” said she. * 
She jerked the register around and scrutinized the signatures 

_ which he had left upon it. ; 
“Single or double?” . 

: e “Double.” = 

_ “Them that ride double will break down she hoss!” ote 


the floor above. She took him to a dingy little chamber that 
looked to the rear of the hotel. 
- “How’s this?” 

“J can make it do.” ; 

“You better. It’s the last in the place! Want anything?” — 

: asi “No. 9 
i __ She went out, slammed the door, and strode down the hall 
with a step like a man’s, while Ricardo made sure of his: 
surroundings. His window sill was twelve feet from the 
_ ground. He could look to the side. on the projecting shec& 
which served as the kitchen, and six steps from the reaui 
wall of the kitchen the mountainside began its upward flight! 
ending with the white helmet which sat at the crest, like ik 
_  gun-filled cloud in the middle of the sky. 
Lew came up with the packs at once. He whisper 


__ from one corner of his mouth, rolling his bright eyes. 


: “We come in a busy time,” he said. “That’s all the bette! 
_ The more there is to talk about the less will be said. ‘Tiger 
Cheney and ‘Lank’ Morris is--both here. I seen Paul, ‘the 
_Yegg,’ and ‘Little Willie’ Smith that bumped off the twa 
cops in Denver, last month. We got a sweet crowd, all 
_ Tight, but the main thing is that we got the crowd. We can 


hide in that!” 


“Shall I stay close?” 

“No, go and roam around. They'll expect you to. Walk u ur 
and down the street, then circle around the woods. Get : 
picture of everything in your eye. That’s what a crook would 
do, you know. You won’t have any trouble. A couple 9° 
_ those birds have spotted me. They don’t know much, but they 
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reethine more fh face value. se your mouth staat) 
else talk about the weather. If anybody begins to kid you 
or work you up, sit tight and look him in the eye. If you | 
find it too hard to do that, or you begin to get shaky, call his. 
hand.” 

_ “Fight him?” asked the boy, keen with curiosity. 

“With a gun. But if once they got an idea that you're 
backin’ up, they might break you open to see what you're 
like inside. A killing ain’t nothing in this town. Nothing 
‘at all!” 

__ Ricardo took that careful advice and went down to the . 
street. No one, again, noticed him as he crossed the veranda. 
‘There he paused to roll a cigarette, standing with his face — 
turned a little toward the line of idlers, and his back against 
one of the wooden pillars which supported the veranda roof, 

the very attitude of a man who wants to keep his eye upon. - - 
‘every neighbor. a 
_ He did the rolling, expertly, with a twist of his left hand— 
keeping the right almost always free, as Lew had cautioned 
him. Then he descended the steps, a little sidling, and tenets 
hastily around the corner of the building. 

Out of sight, he hesitated a single instant, long cera 
‘to hear a voice mutter: 

“That kid ain’t as pretty as he looks!” 

_ “He’s been there,” drawled another. 
~ And a ridiculously keen thrill of pleasure passed through 
Ricardo. 

He went up the street as he had been directed, walking 
squarely in the middle of it; for he had read, somewhere, 
that the center of a street is the safest part of it. From the 
middle of a road, one can scan either side, and occasionally 
flash glances to the rear. And so Ricardo walked on as 
though he were one with a hundred murders upon his mind > 
and prepared to fight out the consequences. 

He made the tour of the town which Lew had directed. 
Then he returned to the hotel, and Lew met him on the 
veranda. ; 

_ “There’s a bird wants you back in the bar,” said Lew. 
“And he led the way. 

_ Inside the hall, he whispered from the corner of his 
‘Mouth: “You say no, you want nothing.” 

= They went back into a barroom. Behind the bar was a 


eS 


= gave hie an appearance at once sagacious and formidable 
“Your pleasure, gents,” said the bartender, = © 

_ The voice was oddly familiar to Ricardo, but he 

no sign. Lew was leading him up to the man of the mustache. 
“You gunna ride inside or out?” asked the other. 
_ _ Ricardo hesitated. He had no idea what this formula co 
8 mean. = 
Be A iiaie tke their chances and oiler play it safe,” said 
_ the other. “But I ain’t peddlin’ protection like life insurance: 
- You please yourself, but I gotta hail saeiante! new.” 3 
“Pll ride outside,” said Ricardo. ag 
‘The other looked straight at him. aa : 
- “You’re young,” said he. : 
one ' “Just young enough,” said Ricardo, and looked straight 
pe back. * 
. And it was not easy; for it was as though a physica! 
_ force were drawing his glance to either side; yet he remem: 
bered the caution of Lew, and narrowed his gaze and strove 
* ao beat down the barrier and look into the mind of the other: 

_ Suddenly the latter grinned a twisted smile. 

-“What’ll you have?” said he. 

And Ricardo knew that he had succeeded in his seconé 
— in Back Creek. 


x cat 


Enter Perkins 


They all drank—Ricardo only a smal drink, which bles 
covered the bottom of his glass; and then the stranger lef 
at once. > 
“What was it all about?” asked Ricardo ‘of Lew | 
The hunchback shrugged his rounded, thick shoulders 
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oa “What did tie eats he asked. 
“By what?” growled the man behind the bar. 
_ “By riding inside, or out, for instance.” 
oe “That’s a cinch,” said the other. “He meant did you 
‘want protection and to stay inside the town, or out?” = 
B: “Is that it?” Bee we 
_ “It is,” said the bartender. “You take most of: the boys 
‘that come up here, they got something on their minds besides _ 
air. They got something to think about. Well, they got up 
a regular organization. They take care of newcomers that — 
don’t know the ropes. They work for each other like a lot | 2 
of dog-gone brothers. That’s what he was askin’ you about.” — 
_ “I may not be here long,” said Ricardo. “Perhaps I can 
Bet along without it. 
_ “You’re pretty young,” snarled the bartender, “and 5 you - == 
‘don’t know the town.” 
_ Ricardo had been in the act of turning away from the 
bar, but at this insulting speech, he checked himself. He was 
by no means inclined to take offense at everything; certainly - 
‘not from a bartender! So he hung in mid-stride, noting a 
early wide grin of joy on the face of Lew. 

_ Ricardo sighed. 
é - *T don’t know,” said he, “whether you’re insulting - me or 
Bot, but if you are, we’ll have our trouble now!” 
_ The bartender smiled and nodded. 
_ “You’re doing very well, Ricardo,” said he. 
- “Doctor Clauson!” murmured Ricardo. 
te “Hush!” 

- Ricardo could only stare. The worthy doctor was disguised 
in the most masterful fashion. Now he added rapidly: “The — 
Dboys will leave you fairly well alone, now that you’ve 
‘shown that you’re a man. That will leave your hand free to 
og the game with Charles Perkins.” 
_ “Where is he now?” asked Lew. 
_ “Tn the back room beyond the door, rat cards. 3 


ie ven the cool nerves of Lew were a little shaken by this 
‘announcement. He settled himself in the farthest corner 
‘of the bar and looked worried. 

“He’s been in here a dozen times in the last’ few days,” 


is). 
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anche to Se a bullet ee the head.” “a ‘Then he added: 
“He doesn’t know you, Lew?” ~ 3 
“No chance of that, I think.” : 
“He saw you at the house of Benn?” said the doctor tc 
Ricardo. 
“Yes. ” 
“But you" re one man he won’t know. You’ve changes Q 


* 


good deal since that day,” nodded the doctor, with satisfaction, 


“Is he wild?” asked Lew. ; 
~ “He’s in the last stage,” said the doctor. “He’s taking to 


cards to kill time; and he’s losing so much that he has to 


take to drink to console himself.” 

“Does ‘he get drunk?” 

“Not yet. He keeps himself in hand, because he has an 
idea that he’ll die if ever he lets go. But the day isn’t far 


off when he'll snap. We'll play a waiting game, I think, for 


a week or so. And then we'll take him with no trouble 
whatever.” 
_ Ricardo raised his head and listened more sharply. He 


knew that the doctor’s morals were not of the highest, 


but it was hard to think that any man would wait until 
another was helpless with liquor before deliberately attacking 
I = ‘ > 

They had no opportunity for further conversation, for the: 


_ door to the back room was at this moment kicked open andi 


in came half a dozen men. 

“You'll have this one on me, Charlie,” said one of them, 
“and better luck to you afterward.” 

“You'll drink on me,” snarled the voice of Charles Perkins. 
“TI never drunk myself into luck, drinking liquor that another 
gent paid for. Line up and call for your own. Spin ’em out, 


bartender, and pronto!” 


The doctor showed amazing skill, spinning the glasses: 
rapidly onto the bar, where they stood in a straight, sparkling 
line. 

“One for pee: and that includes yourself,” said 
Perkins. 

The heart of icards sank. He could steel himself to & 
good many things, but he could not be prepared to drink 
liquor bought by a man he intended to kill, if it lay wit 
his power to do so. 
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in the sheath, and all was ready for the gun play which ~ 
‘must surely follow. 
“3 In the meantime, the bottle of whisky was making 
‘rapid progress up the bar, being tipped at each glass, 

thrust on until it reached Lew, whose pale, deformed hand Pa 


a clutched it when: 


- “Hold on!” barked Perkins. “Who are you?” 


a Lew dropped the bottle at that challenging shout. It 
‘tolled over the edge of the bar, spouting amber liquor as the — 


doctor scooped it neatly up and out of the air and righted it. 


_ Lew had spun about and faced toward the murderer. 
i “And who are you to ask me, Perkins?” said he. 


Perkins strode slowly forward. The other men at the bar 
srricd back with scampering feet, for the voice of Perkias 


had been as loaded with danger as a gun. 

_ “You’re Lew Something-or-other,” said Perkins: “I begin 

to ‘place you, and I don’t place you as no friend of mine!” 
Lew did not retort to this. 


_ Suddenly the left hand of Perkins shot out and is shook 


it almost in the face of the smaller man. 


~ You hang around to do dirty work for Benn. Is that it? F 


You little skunk, is that what you do?” 

Still Lew did not answer, and Ricardo, staring hard, was 
‘able to make out the reason. If there were a fight, and guns 
‘were drawn, whether Lew lived or died made small difference. 
‘But if he chanced to down the outlaw, then all the grandiose 


‘scheme of William Benn for the glorification of Ricardo was 


finished at a stroke. 
- So Lew said not a word. 


_ “A yaller little rat, too!” suggested Perkins, “He won’t 


answer back. Then, get out of here, you 
_He pointed toward the door—still with his left hand—for 

‘the right, of course, was being reserved for a necessary 

‘emergency. 

cee started ae as he saw what es must do. 
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what you want, why do you. is on little men | 

: Charles Perkins looked at him with incredulous eyes. 

“Are you nearer of a size to me?” he asked. “Why, ve 
baby-faced fool, d’you know who I am?” 

“You're Charles Perkins, sneak, robber, and murderer? 
said Ricardo, with deliberate satisfaction. “What else you maj 
be, I don’t know. Nothing good, I lay my bet.” 

A challenge more deliberate could not have been voiced 
and for a trembling instant, Perkins was on the verge of ¢ 
draw. Then he shook his head. : 
~ “I get the lay on the land,” he said at last. “I start for you 
and the hunchback there, shoots me in the ribs. Or, I star 

’ on him, and you split me open. And if the two of you go 
the nerve to start trouble with me, most likely you go’ 
somebody else planted.” 

He shouted suddenly: 

“Where’s a pair of gents that'll pull their guns and stare 

: by me to give me fair play?” 

2 From the card associates of Perkins there came no reply 

They did not care to venture themselves in such a dange 

as this might prove to be, and now Perkins turned purpk 
with rage and suspicion. 

“Have you got your trap on me?” he asked. “Then, darr 
you, I tell you what Ill do. The next time that I lay eye: 
on either of you, I’m gunna have it out with you. Ne 
challenge first. No nothing. We shoot on sight. And tha 

o ites, goes!” 

He was backing toward the open door as he spoke, anc 
now he leaped through it and.was gone. Ricardo turned back 
to the bar. 

“We might as well drink this,” he suggested. “I’m glac 

to stand the round, boys!” 

'\ > He’ felt keen,’ curious eyes upon him, and rejoiced tc 
know that there was respect in them. He felt that he hac 
come out of this part of the affair with some credit, but he 
knew that the plans of William Benn would not be straine< 
to the uttermost if Perkins were to: be maneuvered into : 
difficult corner. To a certain extent, the gunman had beer 
_ forewarned. He might, as a matter of fact, straightway leave 
Back Creek. Ricardo told himself that, had he been in . 
boots of Perkins, he would have done exactly this. 

The drink was taken. There was another round offer 


116 


inicisce 


e no strength, and his breath came short, and his face was — 


9 start the blood pumping afresh. 


ote found his horse in the stable, jerked a saddle off the 
tack behind its stall, and quickly made it ready. The bridle he _ 
over the ears of his mount, and now he was in the _ 
dle and trotting toward the hotel. He went skimming past _ 


window of the bar, and the doctor leaned out to him. 


ne Go on!” 
‘These words were rapidly spoken, so that Micavais hardly 
to draw rein, and then he drifted past, into the street, 


4 turned as he was bidden. He covered three of the snaky 


f es to the right. 

Up that way! Up that way!” 

‘icardo took a curve at a gallop. 

And ride, kid, ride!” called the hunchback. 


1 eae 


y sort of violent action, for in his knees there seemed ne ae 


He felt that any sort of exercise was what he needed 


whip stung the flank of the big horse, and he doubled 
L OP ‘splat the meager and twisting lane, from either _ 


Fat 


_ “Turn up the street!” muttered the doctor. “It’s nine tenths 
in your hands now, Ricardo. Show Benrr that I’ve taught you © 
few things worth knowing. And if you have to die, die 


of the street and then had sight of Lew, mounted on = 


side of ~siich piahches poached out 
_ of Ricardo. Then the trail pitched up a teep slop 
top of the slope, it forked to right and left. 

He drew rein, for his horse was almost groaning with th 
great labor he had been forced through. Then Ricardo say 
a form approaching through the trees on the run, leapin; 
from side to side to dodge the trunks, very like a footbal 
player running through a crowded field. 

Swerving into sight came a Chinaman, his pigtail afioa 
behind him, and he waved his hand frantically toward th 
~ left. 

Ricardo glared at him. Was he friend, or was he enemy‘ 
At any rate, he sent the horse on the left side of the fork— 
the more gladly, because the slope was not nearly so stiff iz 
- that direction, and he could raise a gallop again. © 

The way began to pitch up and down like a choppy sea 
when he reached the edge of a lofty wood, among the tree: 
of which the trail was lost at once, and Ricardo, drawin; 
- Tein in despair, was aware of a gigantic form standing beneatl 
the next tree and watching him. ‘ 
“Did a rider go this way?” asked Ricardo. 

“hehe giant—he appeared to be the same who played’ th 
_ hand organ in front of the hotel on the arrival of Rice 
extended a vast arm. 

“Go: straight on till you come to a nacheral avenu 
runnin’ to the left. Go down that avenue till you come te 
a clearin’. Tie your horse back in the trees, oil up your gun 
and wait for what’s gunna come to you quick.” 

And again Ricardo obeyed, though he wondered greatl: 
what all of this might mean. © 

He rode straight on, flattening himself along the bac’ 
of his mount to dodge the branches which were continuall 
lurching at his head. On his left now opened what appeare: 
to him a natural avenue, such_as had been named, and h 
swerved his horse into it. As he did so, he had a distan 
glimpse, among the trees, of the gigantic Negro rushing afte 
him with enormous bounds. 

It caused him a strong misgiving, but he had committe. 
himself to this action, and he could not draw back. Th 
speed of the gallop was no less an impulse than the currer 
of his own thoughts, which rushed ahead of him and mY 
to figure what was coming to him. 

Charles Perkins? Or a trap cunningly laid and baited fc 
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him, saw about him almost an acre of ground, carpeted — 
thick with ferns and with long, rank grass and weeds. He 
"gave it hardly a glance except to see that. ere x was no sign 
of another man in the place. , 
_ All the prophecy which had been made to hint had proved 


He lurched into a clearing, as had been deéscribed to 


‘correct, so far; therefore, he obeyed orders with the strictest _ 


“care, He led his horse at once into the thick of the trees 


and tethered it. Then he came out and stood for not more 


‘than a half dozen seconds, just outside the verge of the 
trees. Yet that waiting moment was printed deep in his mind, 
in such a way that it never could be forgotten. 
¥ To the day of his death he would remember how the 

‘Pines stood up in a rigid circle, like soldiers on guard, and > 
watched him; and how a thin, crystal puff of cloud began ~ 

to untangle itself from a shoulder of the upper mountain 


and waft away across the sky; and how the snows gleamed _ 
on the forehead of Back Mountain; and how a white hawk 


tipped back and forth in its flight above the clearing. Water — 
Seeped across the clearing—from a spring, perhaps. He re- 
‘Membered afterwards that he was foolishly worried lest his 
Boots should be spoiled 
_ And then a man came out on the farther side of the 
@learing and walked straight toward him. 
_ Charles Perkins! 
_ Ricardo clutched at his gun automatically; and then he 
remembered that honor would not let him take any advantage 
ga he. dragged his hand away again. 
- Charles Perkins hurried on to within thirty steps and then 
halted abruptly. 
“It’s the kid!” he said in a voice like the grunt of an 
animal. “It’s the kid, by gum, and they’ve planted him here 
for me! Why, boy, I’m gunna split you in two!” 
“Whenever you’re ready,” said Ricardo, “begin! You can 
Make the first move.” 
ff “Can I?” sneered the other. 
_ Then he changed his expression. “You act like an upstandin’ 
id,” he said. “Now, between you and me, I don’t see no 
Teason why we shouldn’t come to an agreement, do you?” 
Before py ae could answer he went on: 
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Ses more aie but’ in he middle of the sentenc 
hand jerked down for his gun. In the first thousandth 
of a second, Ricardo saw that he had been trapped by 
- commonplace treachery of the gun fighter’s, and his heart! 
bounded with fear and anger. In the second thousandth pay 
of a second, he snatched out his own gun. 
From the hip of the other he saw fire dart; a terrible blow 
ae glanced along his skull as he pulled the trigger of his own 
weapon, and he fell into darkness. 

He gathered himself together at once and raised his heal 
\ No other man was in the clearing! 7 

_ Had Perkins fled? ; 
f ONO, there he came, dragging himself forward on both: 
hands and one leg trailed out behind him; he was coming: 
_ on to finish the work which he had begun in such promis-- 
_ ing fashion. Ricardo made a vast effort—but his arms were: 


 ¢euriously numb, and the revolver which he picked up shivered: 


out of his hand. 

‘ He could only lie in a nightmare and watch death dragging: 
rapidly toward him 

“Charlie!” called a deep and familiar voice from the ede 
of the woods behind Perkins. 

“Who’s that?” snarled Perkins, and twisted himself con- 

vulsively around. 

_ A gun exploded; Perkins dropped upon his bask and in 
still; and Ricardo saw William Benn standing just outside 
mS the rim of the trees, the revolver leveled in his hand. And, 

as though the sight carried with it a healing and stimulating 

strength, Ricardo that instant recovered his nerve and contro: 
_ and was able to rise to his knees and then, staggeringly, td 
his feet. : 
: In the distance, he saw the gigantic Negro looming and 
then heard the voice of William Benn: 

“Stay back, Selim. Stay back and don’t come near. We 
don’t want this place littered up with footprints. This is al. 
_ the kid’s work—if he can live to collect on it. Ricardo, boy 

are you hurt bad?” 
Ricardo touched the ragged flesh along his skull | anc 
winced. from his own fingers. Then he gasped: 
“I’m well enough. It—it was—only a glancing bullet!” 
420 } 


. te. ctacitirdy you'll be all ine Tear up your abi 
and make some sort of a et around your head, ie 
Do you hear?” — 

“Yes,” said Ricardo faintly. 

eB voll be watched by us every minute till you’re back y 

_ Back Creek with the body.” 5 okt 
i - “Back Creek! Am I to take the body there?” 

__ “Yes, yes! They’ll never bother you, now. He had no 

friends. No more than a mad dog. But get the body back 

‘there. He’s got two wounds in front. Fire one more shot, — 

‘Fire it now!” 

_ Instinctively, Ricardo obeyed, firing blindly at the pai: 

_ a near-by pine. 

_ “That will be proof enough for the whole world that you 
Killed him without eos said William Benn, and he Jaugbed-= 
‘exultantly. : 

_ He went on. © ‘ ae 
“You'll find a doctor in Back Creek who will fix ‘up mM 
‘your hurt head. Lie in the hotel for a couple of days to ~ 

make sure that there’s no poisoning set in. Then you can 

‘start back for the Ranger Ranch. You'll see no more of any 

of us, except Lew. But we'll be watching every minute. 

‘Good-bye, lad. You’ve done it more perfectly than I dreamed 

it could come!” : 
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a. A Medical Friend 


adly hurt as he was, Ricardo listened with a sort of 
desperate attention to the strong, level voice of William 

enn. He was only half conscious, in a state much like that 
: one newly awakened and still beset with sleep. He heard 
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iy Benn eepllath: dee ‘ie and t 
because if they did, their footsteps might be found o 
place, and so men would come to know or to guess that more 
than one hand dealt death to terrible Charles Perkins. He 
understood this perfectly, and yet he could not understanc 
why friends who were in sight did not come to him, wat 
mes in such desperate nar of them! 
They disappeared. He was on the verge of “cinta ou 
after them, and only a ‘hastily summoned pride kept him 
from it. 
_ He went and looked in the face of the dead man. It wa: 
~ not pale. He had thought that a dreadful pallor possessec 
at once the face of a corpse, but Perkins was as in life, ano 
seemed actually grinning in mockery of the crimson tha: 
streamed over one side of his face—a sort of stage effect 
out of which he would presently leap up and slay the youth 
This thought made the brain of Ricardo spin, so that hy 
covered his eyes with his hand; and though his wits steadiee 
eo again, still he was nervous, and feared lest he should fain 
and die in this lonely place unless he hurried: 
_ He must make the bandage first. 
He took off his coat and then his shirt. He ripped. thi! 
into lengths, and when he bound these tightly aroune 
_ his head he had a most exquisite thrust of agony that seemee 
like a white wave of flame consuming his brain. It was 
infinitely worse than the actual shock of the bullet, and i 
left him giddy, and a little nauseated. Thirst, too, suddenl! 
ached in all his veins, so much so, that he would not wait for 
purer water, but kneeled..down on knees and shaking hand 
and drank out of a pool that formed at the edge of thi 
MEO: 

~ When he stood up again the pain had abated a godd deal; he 

had more strength; and above all there was a sense that 4 

bleeding had almost ceased. 

Then he started about executing the orders of William Beni 
in detail. An odd irritation possessed him. They could help, : 
they would. They could do all these things in a trice, ani 
with no effort. But though they played for seven million: 
they chose to make him the butt at which all the arrows o 
pain and labor were shot! 

And another emotion he felt, more and more intensely 4 
his giddiness increased, was that he must hurry, even stumb‘ 
ing, through these present difficulties, in order to be i 4 
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hile these half-delirious Hovions Fen ae him, he got his 
se untethered and led it back to the spot where the dead | 
“man lay. But the brute would not come near. It reared and 
plunged and bore violently back on the reins; and even when 
it was at a distance, it bucked and carried on so eaeigec 
that Ricardo was afraid that at any moment it might break 
peway from him entirely. 

+ That fear made him weak, the thought coming over him 
‘that he would have to go on foot, with nerveless legs and | 
failing strength, clear back to the village. He would surely — 
faint on the way 
_ So he hesitated no longer, but having quieted the horse at 
last, in the entrance to the avenue through the trees, he 
“mounted, and started back: 
_ The horse wanted to fly at full speed, as it had come.” 
Ricardo bore back on the reins, pulling, wrenching; but still, 
‘in scurrying starts, as though striving to escape from the 
blows of a whip, the horse rushed on and on, and the ‘strength 
began to leave the arms of Ricardo. 
_ At last he said to himself: “The horse has smelled death. 
‘His nostrils are full of it. That is why—of course!” 

_ And, having said that, his own strength returned, in great 


_ He had received a great shock, but it was more to his nerves 
than to his body. The impact of the bullet had not been so 
‘Breat as the emotions caused by the trip to Back Creek, and 
m the encounter with Perkins in the saloon, and ss 
the tide to the meeting point. 

However, when he reached the front of the hotel, he dis- 
mounted with a stagger. The horse threw up its head and 
‘trotted on, reins tossing. Ricardo went painfully up the steps; 
not a man left the line of- chairs to come to his aid. They 
hardly looked at him. One would have thought that it was — 
beneath them to notice a man who had been foolish and 
clumsy enough to get himself wounded. He went on past them. 
He stood at the clerk’s desk, with the brutal-faced woman 


trail. You come to a forking. You turn left—you reach a 
e where the trees of the forest are divided, like a row in 
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there’s Sia" clearing.” ; 
ee “Tn that eee said ae “Charles Perkins is 
“He js, is he? And who killed him?” she asked aggressivel 
_ He did not think to lie. But the thing had been taught hi 
ee yeh such care that he answered almost instinctively, 4 
“TE killed him,” ‘he said. “His bullet only scraped my head, 4 
he went on, as if in explanation of the strange ein of that 
fight. “It knocked me down, you see.’ 
___ He was talking like a child, holding to the edge of the desk 
with both hands. There was a desperate frown on his fore- 
head as he tried to remember exactly the manner in whict 
- William Benn would want him to tell this tale. He was simply 
reciting a half-learned lesson. 
“And your bullet—it found his heart, maybe?” she askec 
-_ with a curious earnestness. 
_ There were others in the room. They had drifted in fran 
the veranda, without haste. But already half a dozen were 
in sight, idling here and there, casual, apparently not interested 
“J shot him through the leg, the first time,” said he. “Whex 
- Jopened my eyes again, I couldn’t see anything, at first. 
_ thought he’d gone away. Then I saw him dragging himsel 
toward me. And-I shot him through the face. He didn’t yell,’ 
said Ricardo. “But he gave a sudden twist and fell on hil 
back. He was dead. I tried to get his body back here. But m1 
horse wouldn’t go near the place. And I was beginning té 
get dizzy. In fact, I feel as if I’m going to faint right now 
Can you get a doctor for me?” 
The face of the womati faded, at that. Other faces slippe: 
in between his eyes and the wall, and he was gripped by hand 
that sank deep into his flesh and hurt him cruelly. He hear! 
voices, too. They seemed tobe shouting to him from 
aS distance, though he knew that they were speaking close ¢ 
_ hand. Then he was being led somewhere, his legs trailini 
weakly. At last thick dust settled over his eye. A voice sounde: 
in his ears like the boom of a breaking wave: 
~ “Poor kid!” 
“As a matter of fact, I’m not very old,” said Ricardal t 
_ himself, and straightway was unconscious. 
He was wakened by a sensation of red-hot fire scalding h 
wound. He jerked his eyes open and saw a face above hin 
contorted with interest and attention, 2 
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_ my beiniey? said 
stop kicking, will you?” Ss Sh 

vat ‘icardo™ mead, suddenly, that he no longer was a eo 

the family of Antonio Perez, but a grown man called 

Ricardo Mancos. He lay still and fortified himself with pride. 

The wound having been cleansed, the sewing followed. : 

i “Why don’t you swear?” asked the doctor after a while. _ 
_ Ricardo turned his tortured eyes up to the other’s iste and 

laughed. The strain was gone. 

s “Why, doctor, this is nothing!” he said. 

And he meant what he said. The physical pain was as 

thing compared with the long nerve strain through which 

he had passed. He was suddenly’ strong.’ 

And the doctor, with a grunt, continued his work. 


"When the sewing was finished, he went to the bandaging, 7 * 


“ay performed this with more careful hands, as though this — 
were a work of far greater importance than the. cleansing 
and the sewing of the wound. He stepped back, at last, and 
rubbed his hands together as he looked at the bandage. ae 
_ “I remember a few things!” said he. 

Then Ricardo, for the first time, saw that the man was - 


he most ugly faces in the world—a brutal, depraved face. 
“I don’t think that scar is going to bother you. It won’t 


bull the flesh,” said the doctor, “and it won’t show. Your hair : 


- cover it in no time. You’re lucky, kid!” 

- “I was lucky to find you,” said Ricardo, and looked up a 
“a open-eyed. 
i You’ re a good, game kid,” said the doctor. “I never 
randled no gamer,” he went on, enlarging his thoughts under 
he impression of the compliment he had received. 

_“In my coat yonder there ought to be a wallet,” said 

do. “You take the wallet and help yourself to what you 

eed for a fee.” 
“fl dish out the coin to him,” said Lew hastily, making 
for the coat. 
2 oa doctor caught him by the shoulder and whirled him 


is ou little sawed-off imitation of a half man,” said phe - 
or roughly, “he told me to handle the wallet!” 
Let him alone, Lew!” exclaimed Ricardo. 


ie 


nd Lew backed against the wall, with a-desperately wicked — 


on 


iressed like an ordinary puncher, and that he had one of — 


} 


6 
ee 0) 


ae in his face, while the doctor dip e 1 out the w 
pees it. 


“You got a good fat aa a coin here,” said the doctor. ‘ 
“Take what you want, doctor,” urged the boy. 
‘The other closed the wallet and dropped it back inside a 
coat. . 
_ “Well, kid,” said he, “it’s been a pleasure to me to tal 
care of you! I wouldn’t help myself to a penny. Write m 
down a friend, that’s all.” 


: 28° 
© : 
An Insult to Nine Grant 


What are you thinking about?” asked the hunchback, aftt 
the doctor and all the others had gone. * 

“Well, you guess.” 

“About seven millions—and pretty Maud Ranger. She 
gunna be a beauty, too, in another year or two. I know abop 
women. She’s gunna blossom. She’s just in the bud now.” 

“¥ don’t think she’s so terribly good-looking.” 

“What do you know, a kid like you? I tell you, she’s gui 
be a knock-out. Look at her wrists, round and small. Look 
the nape of her neck. Look at her eye, like the eye of a co 
in a pasture, a hot-blooded colt that'll win races before ew 
it breaks down. Well, that’s her. Oh, she’s gunna be a beaut 
kid. She’s only a baby, now.” 

“And what difference does it make to me?” said Ricard 
suddenly irritated. “What will she ever mean to me? Hi 
money will be stolen and after that, what will she have te « 
with me, Lew?” 

Lew sneered with superior knowledge, superior talent, as; 
were. 

“What a lot you know about things!” said he. “Is Ht 
money gunna be swiped at one swing of the hand? Not ifi 
know William Benn. Gradual, slow and easy, he’s gunna so! 
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this | young and beautiful ame trostin’ girl.” 
vat licked his lips and sighed. 


ell, kid?” | ; ave 
e big organ grinder—that was Selim, it seems. I heard tae 
etal erat eae 
“You didn’t tumble to that when you rode up?” 4.3 
~“How should I?” von 
Le “Is there two pair of shoulders in the world as Selim’s Ss, 
wat’s all that I ask you?” 
_ “And there was a Chinaman who ran out ad gave: me 
ions toward the woods z at 
“That was who?” ; 
6 want to guess that it was Wong.” 
You’ re a bright kid,” said the other, ironically. “] always 
w you had brains!” ‘A 
He came closer to Ricardo and added in a different tone: __ 
“You got better than brains. You got nerve. With Benn be- 
you, you'll climb to the top of the heap. Why, kid, 
Wl be there inside of two weeks, maybe!” a8 
icardo slept, but he dreamed bad dreams; twice in the | 
ia he awakened and stared at gloomy darkness. He was 
of the coming day; he was glad of Lew, who entered. 
_ The hunchback explained that the body of Charles Perkins _ 
jad been duly brought in the day before, the landlady herself __ 
iking charge of the work, and incidentally possessing her- 
elf of all the personal effects of the dead man. 
_ “Who o’ll take them away from her?” asked Ricardo, sur- 
d. 
| “Take away from her?” asked Lew, astonished by the 
question. “Well, I'll tell you, you poor sap, there ain’t ten men 
his town would dare look cross-eyed at her. She’s a terror, 
ain and simple. She knows everything about Syere: She 
is all about me, even!” 
e turned green as he’ said it. 
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“Somebody will stab her in the: back, one 5 . 
witch!” suggested Ricardo. af eee 
“Her skin’d turn a knife point,” ” said ‘eae = a ogi 
hearted conviction. “We ain’t gunna talk about her any more}! 
He scarcely had stopped speaking when the door openec 


: and the subject of their conversation stood in the doorwax 


She looked more like a female ape than ever, and she grinne 
horribly at Lew. 

“You rat!” she said to Lew. “You rat that an owl ha 
mauled and dropped because you’re poison to eat!” 

This gentle comment made, she approached. the bedsis 
and scowled down at Ricardo. He turned cold. He expected | 
more deadly blast from her, since she apparently had bee 
listening at the door. 

“D’you believe everything that this monkey man says i 
_ you, kid?” she remarked. 

Ricardo managed to smile. ; 

“No, you don’t,” said she. “Of course, you don’t. You’? 
only a kid, and you’re a decent kid. But about the stuff th: 
was on Perkins. You dropped him—the snake! You killd 
him, and you oughta have his stuff. There’s nine thousar 
in this wallet. You put that with the price on him, and you 
have over twenty thousand. That ain’t to sneeze at, eh? He: 
you are!” 

She held out a money belt, several of the compartmen 
fatly stuffed. Ricardo gazed at her in amazement and at t! 
belt in horror. Amazement at her honesty, horror at ti 
thought of taking that blood-stained money. 

“T don’t want it!” he said hastily. 

_ “Hey!” yelled Lew. “Are you insultin’ nine ¢ grand—and 


its face?” 


The hag turned on the hourbback: Two more ugly fac 
could not have been found in the world. Only to Ricar 
there was one more dreadful, and that was the still, thought! 
- countenance of the doctor. 
“You're talkin’ again, little man?” was all she said. 
And Lew shrank from her as though her words had be 
so many deadly snakes. 
Then she turned back to Ricardo. 
“You don’t want it?’ she said gently. “And what ay 
want done with it?” . 
“I don’t know!” said Ricardo. “He has a wife—childr 
perhaps?” 


exdits 
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a 


never wasted his time!” 


if it’s powerful agin’ your nature.” 

He shook his head. es 
“You keep it,” said Ricardo. “You'll have poor fellows 
oming through here, now and then. They'll need help. You'll 


ut them up and take care of them. That’s one thing to do __ 


h the money.” = 
This reduced her to silence, which continued for some 


luer and more blue. 
ur mind.” 


per?” a 3 
You got something on your mind. I don’t ask you what. 


lut you’re new at the crooked game. You still got a straight 


" 


eak in you. Well, play to that. Play to that! You ain’t got 


a” one foot in danger. Draw it out while the drawing’s a 


- But tell me once more—you want me to keep this 
1oney?” 
“I do,” said Ricardo rather faintly. 
‘She drew herself up. 
“T've had the idea,” said she slowly, “that there wasn’t 
lan, woman, or child in the world that ever would put a lick 
f trust in me, but I'll tell you now that never a penny of 


e d horribly. “He wasn’t such a fool,” said she. a 
never had nobody. So that’s out! You gotta take it, kid, 


ime; during this interval she stared fixedly at Ricardo, her ; 
ttle eyes glittering into his, which opened wider and wider, | 


“Look here, boy,” she said at last, “you got something on > 


ath 


1is"Hl go into my pocket. I'll spend it on the down-and- . 


uters, and Heaven help their miserable souls!” 
‘She said this in a pausing voice, with a strange emphasis 


Ricardo closed his eyes once more and breathed hard. And 
hen he opened them, he found that Lew was sitting close 
the bed, studying him with a curious detachment. 
been working it out,” said Lew at last. “And I see 
you're deep. The doctor’s right about you! He’s always 
-You chuck the nine grand. Well, what’s that to you? 
S nine grand in the pocket compared to seven million 
0. You’ve killed the villain. But you wouldn’t touch the 
4 129,..-7* 


| emotion. Then she turned in haste and fled from the ~ 


> hand? You go back to the girl and you're the modest — 


AAT a ie torn Goa eS 


= : ; ee 
blood money. You're above that. 
charity. ee 
~ He laughed silently, with malicious admiration. _ 4 
“How could the Rangers ever know about this?” aske 
Ricardo. . 
“D’you think a story like that won’t have wings?” said tl 
hunchback, almost savagely. “Man, the woman’s so flattere 


“You gave it | 


ee | 


that she’ll have to tell every one, and show ’em the cash » 


_ prove her point. It’s such a great thing to her that itll almo 
make her think she’s an honest woman. She’s your slave, nO? 
-~ Well, and she’s worth having in your pocket, too, almost ma 
than nine thousand dollars. The whole range will know abc 
this. And not by your braggin’! Why, the more I look into | 
the deeper I see you are, kid. If Maud Ranger was a chunk : 
ice, she’d have to melt when she heard a yarn like this. Sha 
gonna just blush.and fall into your arms, kid, and ask yj 
to take her money quick! And me, like a small-time crooks 
‘mever seen as deep as this in my life, before!” 
He said this with a sort of unwilling admiration in his vo» 


and in his frog-like face. 


Ricardo raised his hand. - 
“I want to be quiet awhile,” said he. And then he add 
at once: “Is she right? Is she right?” 

He sighed: “I wouldn’t take nine thousand blood mona 
- But I’m willing to take seven million—and smash a woma: 

life! Ah, Lew, what sort of.a rat am I?” 

Lew rose with a gasp. } 

“Hey, whacha talkin’ about?” said he. “Whacha talk 
about, kid? You ain’t tryin’ to make a fool of me, are you 

He retreated as though threatened by a frightful danger. 

“William Benn has gotta hear about this!” said he, a 
_ made for the door. a 
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A Missive and a bse : . 


3 


Strength came back to Ricardo very rapidly; he could have — 


Tidden away on the second day, but word came from William — 
enn that he should remain longer. 


aanner: 


S “You get potted and drop; you stick in bed a day and beat — 
. ‘Just a scratch,’ says everybody. ‘He didn’t do nothing J 


thy after all.’ But suppose you spend a week in bed? It 


ot bumped off!’ That’s what you want. Besides, everybody’s 
talking, now. The kid is a hero. Yarns about him come to 
Maud Ranger. Look how her brain will work! No matter how 
much she wanted Perkins killed, and no matter how well she 
likes you, the first thing she wants to do is to balk, because 
she says to herself: ‘Now I gotta marry this bird! I’m tied up 

r my promise!" And a girl is like a dog; they hate a rope. It 
makes * em savage. But you don’t show up right away. All she 


gets: is messages from other gents about you. The kid is a 


hero. He kills Charles Perkins in a fair fight. And then he 
won’t take the head money! It gets her to thinking. What 
better kind of a man could she pick out? So she’s all ready 
to Melt into your arms when you blow back to the ranch!” 
_ Then Ricardo said slowly: “Lew, I want you to go to Benn 
“aa tell him that I’ve got to see him here!” 

_ Lew looked shrewdly at him. 
- “About what?” said he. | 
If I could tell you that, I wouldn’t have to see him.” 
; “It’s dangerous for him to come here, kid. You don’t want 
body around here to know that you Te thick with William | 
a. It ponent start them all to thipking. a 


wgl” 


es you look pale and thin and weak. It snakes the sun- 
off your face, and then people will say: ‘This gent nearly _ 


_Lew interpreted the message of the chief’ in the following a 


& “He'll have to sip i in at : 

see B isis gees : 
= sLew. argued no more, ay that evening William Benn hin 
= a: stood tall and grave in the room of the boy. Ricardo ha‘ 
rehearsed beforehand what he wanted to say. He said it now 
rapidly, as though fearing that hesitation would inevital 

prevent him from speaking at all. 

“Pye thought this thing over backward and forward. ¢ sai! 
: “he. “I can’t go through with it.” 

He expected an explosion. William Benn eid nothing, an: 
: Shosease he was silent, Ricardo went on, more strained nd 
before: “I can’t go back to the Ranger Ranch. I can’t fac 
that girl. [never could hold her to her promise. Now you ca: 
blame me as much as you please. I know that I owe you 
— jot. I’m willing to-try to pay you back in any other way. 
can’t do it out of her.” 
_ William Benn sat down beside the bed. Lew drew clos 
behind his- shoulder. 
“Go back, Lew,” cautioned the chief. “This is betwee 


~ Lew drifted slowly into the darkness; but still his face we 
_ visible, hideously like the face of a frog. 

“It’s bad medicine to you, is it, son?” asked William Bent 
Soe - This reticence on his part frightened Ricardo more thai 
= ‘any outburst could have done, but he nodded dumbly in reply 

“What’s happened in your mind lately?” asked Benn. : 

“It’s the thought of her,” said Ricardo. “She’s clean as 
= whip, Benn.” 

“Tell me,” said the big man. “She’s touched you prett 
: lose to the heart. Is that it?’.. 
Ricardo flushed. 

“Certainly not!” said he. 
“As a matter of fact,” said the criminal, “you're a litt 
e dizzy when you think about her.” 

. “I?” protested Ricardo feebly, 
_ “You’re in love with her!” 
“No, no!” 
_ “Well, why not? It’s natural, isn’t it?” — 
“A crook like me!” sighed Ricardo. 3 
“You're in love,” persisted William Benn. “You can't ‘. 


= | 


= 
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iltiam Benn got up enti strode back and pcih, through the 
for some time. He began to hum thoughtfully, ae if ; 
made Ricardo think of the purring of a huge cat. 

_ At last, Benn sat down by the bed once more. » 


whatever you please. I'll see that the letter is delivered. I'll 
only ask that you stay in bed here until you get an answer 
from her.” : 
_ Ricardo gaped at him. 
te ~ “Do you mean ~giomt he asked. 
any do. chy 
“But after the work ni the time and the money that you ve ? 
invested 
_ “Listen to me, Ricardo. You're too good a tool for me to — 
.* you away on one job. Suppose I try to force you 
ugh with this business? Well, there’s several millions in it, 
ut the loot would have to be split between you, and the 
Joctor, and me; besides, huge chunks of it would go to Lew, - 
jere, and to Wong, and Selim. Even the Negro would have 
ais hand out for a share. And there are other expenses that 
Would have to be considered. And, fora quick turnover, we 
night not be able to cash in a very large part of the estate. 
[oo much of it is tied up in the stock of that bank, and in 
he ranch. But, above all, I wouldn’t want to finish off with 
fou in one stroke, Ricardo. If you’re decent enough to want 
© be straight with the girl, you’d be decent enough to want 
© be straight with me. And there you are! Does that help you 
9 understand my position any better?” 
“I hear what you say,” replied Ricardo. “But it’s hard for 
ne to believe everything. Am I really free to write a letter 
9 her?” 

_ “Of course you are! Where is there any writing paper? Lew, 
et some paper, and pen, and ink for Ricardo, will you? He 
yants to write a letter.” 

Lew slowly left the room. He came back and handed the 
baterials to Ricardo, and as he did so, he favored the iets 
vith the look of a basilisk on the kill. 

“We'll leave you alone here,” said William Benn more 
tly than ever. “Can you get me out of here unnoticed, 
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_ “Very well,” said he. “Write a letter to her and tell her — | 


B hands ai pele the: hand of William Bent, Dae 
“I vow,” he whispered, “I’ll pay down my blood t to. m. 
return to you for letting me off this!” : 
“Tush!” said the big man. “Don’t have it on your minc 
2, Just write your letter to your lady. Good night, kid!” 3 
__ He went out of the room behind the hunchback, who guide: 
him by devious and twisting ways out of the hotel, until the 
came to the rear yard, and there Lew clutched the arm of b: 
2 thief. = 
“Is it straight, Benn?” he gasped. “Are you gunna let tha 

young snake twist out of your hand?” * 
William Benn jerked his arm loose. 
= ss “Keep your fingers off me, or I'll nike you!” said ¥ 
-Toughly. “Be silent, can’t you! I’m thinking.” 

_ He leaned against a tree. It was a stout young sapling. TH 
: forehead of William Benn pressed against the trunk, with ht 
hands he laid hold upon two branches. And the hunchbac 
saw the head of the sapling shake and shudder. 

_ At last Benn straightened himself and spoke in a stifle 
voice. 

_“When he finishes that letter, take it off for him tomorre 
morning,” said he. 

“Take it where?” asked Lew, thoroughly cowed by # 
master’s exhibition of rage. | 
_ “Take it where it’s addressed to go, you blockhead!” es r 
claimed the big man. i 
_ “Yo the Ranger Ranch, even?” . 

~“You’ve heard me give you snioh Is that enough?” 

“Yes,” said Lew. 

aie was bewildered. 

~ Then he dared to say: “Benn, I dunno that I foller you. 
dunno that I make a big mistake, maybe. But are you gum) 
- Chuck it away? The whole of the seven millions, Benn?” 

_A shadowy fist leaped out at Lew, and he barely managy 
to duck the flying destruction and spring away. William Bes 
followed in a half stride. 

-“[ve got a mind to break you open,” said Bena a 
poison-pufied toad, you! Do what you're told to do. De 
answer back. And be hanged to you!” 

_ He strode away through the darkness, and Lew cower 
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strange words of Benn, who apparently was surrendering so 
age and so easily to the whim of the boy. ~ 

But, giving up all hope of penetrating to the heart of the 
ystery—since mystery there must be in the business—he 


Teturned to the hotel and went with a heavy heart to the 


room where Ricardo was now sitting up in bed, conning his 
letter, and adding to it little by little, more as though he were 
drawing a picture than scratching down words. 


ee he felt sure, io behind the actions and the a 


_ Now and again he raised his head, and Lew tried hard to ~ 


Sich the eye of the youngster, for he had bitter things to 


my. and many of them. However, on each occasion the 
ce of Ricardo probed nothing but his own thoughts, pie 
_ transferred again to the paper. 


os At last the missive was ended, sealed, and Lew held out his” 2# 


hand for it. 


a “Pil take it,” said he. “I'll take it as willing as any i i 


. took the rope that was to hang him!” 


Sead 
a 
aA 


30 
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The Letter 
ger was riding; and he had to deliver the letter to Mrs. 


odora Ranger. © 
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nked Lew dan. d Gone 
Sie “Shot through the heeds Of aoe oe he wasn't!” 
“No fault of his that he wasn’t,” said Lew. “The young 
fool let Charlie Perkins trick him and get the — draw.” ; 
“Were you there?” 

“No, I wasn’t. If I had been, I'd have singged the brute 
myself. i 
- She smiled a little at his viciousness. 

“How was Mr. Mancos tricked?” 
ees “By talk, and by being a fool.” 
“In what way?” 

“Fill your hand first—make the first move, is what he say 

to Perkins. Can you imagine that?” 
“No,” she said bluntly. “I can't. Maud will be back soon 
vou: can wait for her answer.’ 

- “[’m not to wait for an answer. I got no orders to do that. 
s “Not to wait!” exclaimed Mrs. Ranger. “Ah, I understand 
He’s simply announcing when he’s to arrive back here. L 
that it?” 

“How do I know what he announces?” demanded the dwatt 
aa? “Py go out and feed with the boys. If there’s a return mes: 
gage, you can send for me there.” 

And he went out to the cook house, while Mrs. Range 
Went in haste to her husband. 4 
He listened with a scowl. : 
“Yd give anything to open that letter,” said she. e 
_ “A gun fighter’s letter?..You’d get me shot for that pleasure 
then,” he remarked dryly. “Besides, here’s° Maud. Let’s se 
how she looks when she gets the message.” 
Maud Ranger, coming in flushed from her ride, took th 
proffered letter carelessly, tore it open—and suddenly Se 
down hard on the nearest chair. She looked helplessly up < 
her uncle and aunt. And then she offered the paper to then 
“I don’t make it out!” she said, and her face was blant 
Mrs. Ranger seized upon the letter with an avid hand an 
Tead as follows, aloud: M 


- ; % 
“Dear Miss RANGER: This is to let you know that rid 
met Charles Perkins, and that luck was on my side. oe 


136 


[he ee has Sen buried hake in Back Creek. My 2 
are of the receiving was only a scratch—which was lucky as 


be, Maud Ranger cried: “A scratch that ripped. open es ; 
ole side of his head and put him in bed!” 

Her aunt looked oddly at her. se 
Be. Don't be too sympathetic until you come to the end, my 


a said she. 
’ She pursued the reading: 


. “As I started out from your place; I had intended to is 
_ ‘Stop there on the way back, but now I think it best that _ 
I should not. 
‘. “You'll understand me, of course. I should have ae - 

at the time that I was not riding to Back Creek because 
of the promise which you made—which you*were tor- 2 
‘Mented into making—but Mrs. Ranger was so excited — se 
that my head was in a whirl; and I’m afraid you have been 
fearing that even if luck were with me when I met Charles — 
Perkins, you would have to pay! 

_ “Of course that is not to be considered; and again I 
apologize for having ridden away without letting you — 
ee estand exactly how I felt about it.” 


“One moment,” broke in William Ranger. “My own head is 
beginning to spin a little. Do I understand this letter correctly? 

) I understand that this penniless young boy is throwing 
yen or eight millions out the window in this fashion?” 
“Tm reading you the words as I find them,” said his wife 
irly. “I don’t understand it a whit better than you do! What 
the world can he have up his sleeve?” 

e concluded the letter: 


_ “You will be as glad as I am that this business is ended. 
Every one here is extremely kind to me. I shall soon be on 
e road again. 

“Perhaps the first part of this letter was not at all neces- 
, but I thought it right to put your mind at Test. 
“Byer sincerely, 

RICARDO MaNcos.” 
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| Mrs. Ranger held ‘the tte: 
“Tt flabbergasts me!” she exclaimed, Or rst: 
“Nor I,” said her husband. isha tae ae 
Maud Ranger stood up and took the letter. isis. 
“I do,” said she. ; 
“And what do you understand, baby?” asked her hard- 
faced aunt. 
“I understand that Ricardo Mancos is a gentleman.” 
“Tush!” said her aunt. “You know nothing about him.” _ 
_Maud Ranger stamped in her impatient vexation. ; 
“Nothing in the world is good or true, after you’ve handled. 
it for a while!” she exclaimed. “I beg your pardon, Aunt 
_ Theodora, but I can’t stand it! How could any one show more 
clearly what he is? He’s a hero. You have to admit it. And 
he rode out there into that nest of outlaws simply to please 
a girl that he hardly had met. To please me—and for the sake 
of the adventure, I suppose. And to see justice done—and— 
and—lI never heard in my life of anything half as noble and 
_ fine. I never did. Neither did you. Now confess it!” 
“Stuff and nonsense——” began Mrs. Ranger. 
But her husband cut in: “I agree with Maud. If everything 


__ is as it seems to be, then this fellow is a hero, and he is as 


_ Straight as a ruled line. I confess I’m paralyzed. This is like 
something out of a fairy tale.” 

“Thank you!” cried the girl. “I’m glad that one other per! 
son is willing to understand him. I—I’m going to write a iene 
this moment to him.” ° 

“Maud, Maud!” cautioned her aunt. “You’d better wait until 
you’ve cooled off a little. Don’t say anything impulsive.” 

Tears of excitement stood in the eyes of the girl. 

“I won’t wait. I want him to know exactly how I feel—this 
instant!” 

“Will he be interested? His letter is cool enough,” said her 
aunt. 

“Do you think I’m going to ioe myself at his head?” she 
demanded angrily. 

And she flew from the room. me 

“Now,” said Mrs. Ranger, “this is serious indeed!” ql 

“Theodora,” said her husband very gravely, “I know how 
you feel about the thing. But the truth is that you never would 
approve of any husband for our Maud except a man who 
had been picked by you beforehand. Isn’t that true?” z 
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> answered her hoses “that ie 
‘should have credit for eis to hold Maud to her promise.” 
“And who is he?” continued Mrs. Ranger, arguing, woman- _ 
like, -by dint of many headings, and regardless of convees He 
eaves “Who is he?” = 
“A grand old family—na Mexican family older than the 
tances strain, I believe.” Es 
_ “Mexican family,” she said pointedly. rag ie 
_ “I won’t try to convince you,” said he, “only I advise you : 
at if those two young people are going to lose their heads os 
Biboat one another, you had better stand out of the way, be- — 
Bepuse all your opposition will not accomplish the slightest a 
a For my part, I’m going to encourage the Beene eS 
“William!” 7 oe 
e “TJ mean it. Here’s Maud, again. Look at & She’s been 
crying over her own letter. Well, well, well!” ~~ oe “i 
* ~ Maud came in, in haste. : 
 “Where’s the messenger?” ran 
_ “Til take your letter to him, Maud,” suggested her uncle. 
‘He’s at the cook house.” 
~ “Tl take it myself,” said the girl. “I want to see that hunch- 


‘back again.” 
x And she hurried from the house without Pe word. | 
“% Mrs. Ranger peered from a window and followed her 
_ course. a 
od “She’s almost running,” she commented. “And now the 
Phnchback is coming out of the cook house. She’s talking to 
him in a most excited way. Now she gives him the letter. — 
Now she gives him something else. Money, I suppose! A lot of © 
“it, no doubt, by the way he raises his hat to her. I tell you. 
yhat, William, that girl’s heart is on fire at this moment. 
_ “Let it burn,” said her husband. “For my part, I think that 
e’s only one way for a marriage to be built, and that’s 
with love as a foundation.” 
“Love for a Mexican,” groaned Theodora Ranger. 
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 “She’s coming back,” 
- “Hush! What’s that?” fs 

“What’s what?” ‘ 
“Isn’t that someone singing?” i 
“It’s Maud,” said she. “She’s singing her heart out. Goc 

Heaven, William, she's lost her head completely!” ie 


SI. 
© 


The Answeé 


In the dark of the day, Lew returned to Back Creek with tl 
 girl’s letter; and hardly had Ricardo glanced feverishly throes 
it when he asked eagerly for William Benn again. 

_ -“That’s the walkin’ of a tight rope—every time that | 
comes here to see you!”’ complained Lew. “But I'll take wo: 
to him. Kid, if ever these gents around here get wind of ti 
fact that you’re workin’ hand in glove with William Bem 


“ - you can lay to it they'll be suspecting that you had a bit 


help in the bumping off of Charles Perkins! Already they 
lieve in you sort of because they have to; and here and the: 
I hear a gent muttering that nobody has seen you do the tric 
But I'll get Benn, if you gotta have him.” _ 

In spite of this warning, Ricardo persisted, and Willia 
Benn was brought, his figure looming silently through tI 
doorway. He came to the bed and sat down with his kne 
and his great hands within -the circle of the lamp, but I 
ominous face in the shadow. 

“Its the letter from the girl, Ricardo?” he asked. “WE 
about it?” 5 
~ “Read it!” said the boy in a tormented voice. 

“These things,” said William Benn, “are best left betwe 
those that have the most to do with ’em!” 

Ricardo reached out swiftly and laid a hand upon the § al 
of his companion. It was like a bar of corrugated sively 


‘thick and stiff was it with muscle. i 
2 
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_ Dear Mr. Mancos: Your letter tells me nothing except : 
that you are modest. But I knew even that, before. All i 
_ really brave men are that way. I trust, however, that you'll | 
Ais - not skip us on your way back to El Real. We all want — 
to see you and talk to you. And particularly, J want to — 
_ know all about Back Creek. rae 
_ Do come. There are a great many things which it is a sin 
d ‘to leave unsaid. I want to say them to you in person £ 
and not in writing. ore 


_ Having read this letter with care, the big man replaced it fe 
m the envelope and gave it back to Ricardo. ; aeree 

“And what do you think of it, lad?” he asked. so 

_ Ricardo sighed and touched his wounded head. _ at 

_“T don’t know,” he murmured. 

“You have a pretty fair idea, though.” 

“I want to hear you talk.” 

_“She’s interested, Ricardo. One can see that.” 

“Do you think so?” 

‘ “Don’t you?” ee 
“Yes!” said the boy with sudden frankness. “I think she is. — 

That shall I do?” 

“What are you tempted to do?” 

“Tf I were an. honest man,” groaned Ricardo, “I'd chuck it 

I’d never see her again, except to tell her that I really 

*t kill him!” 

“And who did?” asked the other. 

_ “Why, you, of course.” 
_ “When he was already down, half helpless.” + 
eo “If you hadn’t been there, he would have come on and 


“How can n you tell? In another minute you might have been ~ 
ourself again; and _ polished him off.” 


‘Anyway,” he continued, “I know that I shouldn't go back 
her. Because,” he added, “if I go, you go with me.” 


“You'll be in the background. I'll be in your hands. And if I 
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marry her, that ‘means “that her 
- hands, too!” 
At this, William Botil ‘qetiied silent fOr a mona? 
e though he wanted the words to answer themselves. Hi 

entirely grave; there was no trace of the sinister little smil 
- which so often showed itself upon his face. ; 
Then, after the silence had continued for a long time, hi 


said quietly: “There you are, Ricardo. You’ve worked out thi 


thing perfectly. If you want to be entirely honest, you neve 
_ see her again, and perhaps that’s the best thing for you to do. 
Ricardo groaned faintly. 
“She’s in your mind,” Benn taxed him. 
- “J try to get her out,” said Ricardo, “but the more I wort 
to get her out of my mind, the more securely she’s fixed in it. 
“You can find greater beauties,” said William Benn. 
“Ah, what’s that?” asked the boy. “Who wants to pick 
_ horse because it’s pretty?” 
. “No,” agreed the older man. “Of course you want the hors: 
that has the heart, and the bone, and the breed.” 
| “And she’s everything that she ought to be.” 
“She’s a clean-bred one!” agreed William Benn. 
_ “Tf you’re crossing hot country—not even grass in sight— 
and your throat begins to get dry—and you think of dying « 
thirst—and then you have a sight of green on a hill—you'n 
sure that there’s a spring there———” 
He paused, but William Benn gave him no help. | 
“Well,” exclaimed Ricardo, “even if you knew that sprint 
was on land you had no right to cross, would you have th 
heart to travel right-on and not go near it?” 
_ “Not I,” said William Benn. “But,” he added slowly, “py 
a crook, out and out. I want you to make up your mind fc 
yourself.” 
“T try to figure it out,” sighed the boy. “But the rest of tH 
world is like the face of the desert to me.” ; 
He reared himself bolt upright. 
“Darn her money!” he said savagely. “I wish she were 
pauper!” 
William Benn returned to his discreet silence and maiii 
_ tained it until Ricardo fell back, flushed and muttering. — 
“af you go on with her,” said Benn at — “I go with you 
suppose.” 
“Ah, yes. There’s no other way out of it.” 
“Between you and me, I think not. If you want to cin 
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o “Couldn't , asked Benn rather curiously. eed I don't 
ao you could. You’re clean-bred, too.” : 
_ “I? To turn her over to—— 
_ “A band of crooks?” suggested Benn. 
Ricardo set his teeth with an audible sound. 
“No,” went on Benn quietly, “you make your choice now. 
Either you play this game my way, or else you chuck ber. id 
want to be fair with you, but I see the game in that way.” 
a “You must be right,” said Ricardo. a 
d “Once in, you have to go straight on.” s 
_ “Six weeks of Heaven,” said Ricardo. “And after that she 
nds me out for what I am!” He writhed. “But when I see ~ 
“her come up in my mind, I turn to water, Benn!” hi 
_ “Lad, you love her. And you have another way to. look “at i 
‘it Don’t think that I'd simply raid the bank~and run and re 
eave you in the lurch. There are other ways and better ways. — 
i ‘could manage to soak out my share, and the share of the | 
est of the boys. Never more than half of the whole. Well, 
here would be an explanation. Bad investments. Investments 
“Made through that scoundrel, William Benn. She never need — 
“guess. There’s still more than enough for the pair of you to 
ve on. She loves you all the more because you’ve made a > 
ew mistakes in business.” 
_“And I’m a lying hypocrite the rest of my life!” 
“Not a bit,” said William Benn. “The rest of your life, © 
fou’re as straight as a string. And what a flying start you'll 
ve!” 
on enlarged on the last se ae 
%. “Rich, happily married to a beautiful girl; known to have ~ 
the nerve of a lion; respected by everyone 
- “Don’t!” groaned Ricardo. 
“And as for the past, I'll see to it that none of the boys 
eter gets any blackmailing idea in his head. Ricardo, when 
$4 first saw you, I knew that you’d be my luck; and I'll be 
“yours, too. Will you trust me to wangle this thing through?” 
“Tm a dog!” said Ricardo. “I’m a sneaking cur. But— 


“We come to a conclusion. Shall we shake hands?” 
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i) “Benn. “useiohed fi th his» 
the bed and stood before him. bare : 
“Pm not logical, I know,” said ie “But if I g 
_ with this, there’ll be the end of any good feeling between us: 

If this thing goes through, sooner or later it will cost us oun 
- blood. One of us will die ee it tell you, I feel it in > 
- bones!” 

_ He spoke with such a savage gravity that the other retreated 

a little before him. 

“Nonsense!” he said at last. “You’ve been in bed too joe 
- Your nerves are out of kilter. Now, go back to sleep. Every} 
thing is going to go like a ticking clock. 

And with that, he left the room, and found the roe 
hunchback in the hall. 

_ “Lew,” he muttered, “find me a slug of whisky. I need : 
drink.” 

Lew stared at him, but the darkness of the hallway wa: 
too great to permit him to see the face of his master. 
“Chief,” he whispered at last, “you’ve failed with the kid 

s that it?” 
_ “Failed? You fool!” cried William Benn. “T’ve won. I’vs 
_ taken half a dozen long shots, and I’ve landed on every one 
But,” he concluded, “it may be that ite have to pay mort 
_ than I'll ever cash in!” 


ae. 
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“Doctor Onate” i in Charge of the Cas 


One week from the 3 that he went to his bed, Ricardo ros 
and left Back Creek, and Back Creek did him honor. 
His hostess of the hotel gripped his hand and gave he 
ghastly smile. 
“You keep to short grass, kid,” said she. “You ain’t meas 
for the tall timber!” d 
And a score or more of ruffians, guilty of nearly ever 


a q 


, ga ; 
Jo and i Lew out of the town with ters and rere ani 
n th y drifted briskly across the hills. The horses were 
ed with strength, after their long rest, that they went 


Sliows, all with equal smoothness. 


/ camp among the hills for lunch, which Lew carried with 
A coldness had sprung up between Lew and his com- 
ion, so that they spoke to one another hardly a word 
iting the whole of the morning’s ride. But while they sat 
nong the rocks, they heard the sound of horse’s hoofs on 


cloud shadows which dip over rough and smooth, 
itant, and climb sharp slopes, and drop into Tagged, 


Nevertheless, having made rather a late start, they had 


e tocks, like a steel knife tapping at half-filled water . 


asses, bringing forth a different note from each. 
“See what it is,” said Ricardo. 
“See for yourself,” said Lew without courtesy. “I ain’t 


yur servant except for show, you fool, and to keep you to 2 


e straight way!” 
Ricardo made no protest at this insulting spect; ‘but went 
it “among the boulders and saw a horseman coming down 


e way which they had traveled, sometimes leaning a little 


he saddle as he scanned the ground. The newcomer was 


Sica in elaborate Mexican style, with a vast sombrero, — 


id with a great deal of metal-work on the band of his 
it, facing his jacket, and down the seams of his trousers. 
e Tode a high-headed thoroughbred, which stepped daintily 
ny ng the stones, and that instant, being close, he looked 
and saw Ricardo. 


He raised his hat by the crown and bowed to Ricardo, 


Owing a handsome, olive-skinned face. 

“Good morning, sefior,” said he. 

Ricardo started at the familiar voice. He made a few steps 
Meet the stranger. 

“Doctor Clauson!” he said at last. 

fhe doctor laughed with more geniality than usual. 

Ican pass for one moment with you,” said he, “I can 
or a week with strangers. I’m going to the ranch with 
Ricardo.” 

icardo submitted. It never occurred to him to question 
“superior wisdom of William Benn or the doctor. 

the doctor came into the halting place and nodded to 
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oe - know all rabout you eas your sgred wane i 
everything else that people could care to ask. I heard w 
_ you had done at Back Creek, while I was traveling thr 

- this range, and I went at once to see what I could do for } ¥ 
: So that I’m accompanying you toward El Real.” 
- _ Ricardo nodded. : 
“Pm a Mexican background which will make you se 
more in place,” said the doctor. “For instance, I knew yi 
mother, a girl from America. That’s why you speak Eng? 
ees ‘so well. I speak English myself as well as Spanish, _ beca: 
- J was educated in the States. I’m the foil, Ricardo, to 
you off and make you seem in place. In addition, I may 
able to help you out with a touch of advice, here and thes 
Lew put in roughly: : 
“Every horse needs the spur, now and then.” 
The doctor looked coldly upon the hunchback. “A. K 
mind you have, Lew,” said he, “and a gentle touch.” ; 
He added at once, in a different tone: “But you've stee: 
him through a good many troubles. already, Lew. Don’t the 
_ that we forget it!” 
“J know how Ill be remembered,” said Lew. “Me ae 
Chink and the Negro. We do the dirty work. We stop 
_ gaps. And we get the spare pennies in the wind-up!” __ 
“Tell that to William Benn,” said the doctor coldly. 
ought to know better than to try kindness on a wolf!” — 
Afterward, when they started on, Lew fell to the re 
and then farther and farther, to let ibe dust of his leac 
rise and drift over his head. 
“Is it safe to badger him so?” asked Ricardo. 
“Of course it isn’t,” said the doctor. “But a savage creat 
like Lew has to be handled roughly. Pat his head, and t 
_ take your hand off at the wrist. Smile at him, and he'll 1 
‘at your throat. There’s no gratitude, no decency, no goodr 
in him. He respects two things:-a brain clever enough. 
make money without work; and a hand strong enough 
knock him down. Otherwise, there’s nothing that Se & 
about. I know him fairly well.” x 
“He could upset everything,” said Ricardo. ‘ 
“He could,” admitted the doctor equably. “But nott 
is free from danger in this odd little world of ours. ‘~ 
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Pei arn 


“Loves them?” echoed Ricardo: startled. 


d tigers, and make them work for him. Loves to feel as an 

al trainer feels, when he goes inside the cages, and the 

ir fawn and snarl on him, and wait to sneak behind his 
K!?? 


- Ricardo shivered a little at this unpleasant picture, but | 


emembering Selim, and Wong, the Chinaman, he could not 
lp feeling that the doctor was right. 

“And what am I, then?” asked Ricardo, suddenly. “Wolf, 

lion, or dog!” 


or that matter!” 
‘This he said inthe most matter-of-fact manner. “He might 


nave been pointing out some casual feature of the landscape — 
through which they were passing. And Ricardo shook ss ee 


lead again. 

ot don’t understand you and your ideas,” he said. 

“Of course you don’t,” said the doctor soothingly. “You're 
the sort to understand such things. You don’t even 
rstand yourself. But one of these days you'll be surprised 
find what I say coming true!” 

_ “What, then, will make me into a tiger?” asked Ricardo. _ 


i then having to lose her. If that ever happens and the 
ws of it comes to me, I'll have a gun ready to drop you, 
ardo, the instant that you come within range of me!” 
“Do you think Id really attack you?” 
“Some things a man knows. We expect you to make 
| great haul. But you’re dynamite in the fingers, and we’ve 
F: a you with a short fuse; I don’t know when you'll ex- 
de, my boy!” 
Ricardo shook his head. 
“Suppose you believe these things, really, why touts you 
ell them to me?” 
‘or two reasons,” said the doctor. “One is that a man 
to have others know how clever he is. The other is that 
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ic We have to wager. oar money as we 
our chances. ‘But I admit that there is a little 


aves danger,” said the doctor. “Loves to pick up lions - 


“A good number of things. For instance, loving that girl 
id 


r ry ‘None of the three,” said the doctor, turning his calm eyes is 
ipon the boy. “You're a tiger, Ricardo, and one day you'll | 
srobably tear out the throat of William Benn, and mine, toc ae 


Ricardo flushed. 
“You don’t like to hava: me pti about 
: you?” asked the doctor, smiling a little. =. 
“Y’m sorry,” said Ricardo, “but I don’t.” ‘ 
“J respect your wish,” said the doctor, “and here we ar 
eat ‘I think. Isn’t that the place?” 
‘The strange talk which he had been having with the dott 
Be had taken Ricardo’s thoughts completely from himself, as 
now, as they rode out of the mouth of a small valley, th 
saw before them the old, rambling ranch house. The boy w 
amazed, and he looked sharply aside to the doctor, hi 
geen suspicious that the strange themes which the other had be: 
pursuing in conversation had been taken up sheerly for t 
_ sake of diverting his mind, and keeping him from pondet 
_ nervously about the immediate future. 
They came on at a brisk pace over the level ground of t 
ee? larger valley and soon they were sighted by a cowpunch 
_ who was starting from the barn across the fields. He view 
a: ‘them only an instant; then he twitched his horse abe 
26 and fied for the house. 
_ “He recognized your horse—or the bandage around “ 
_ head,” suggested the doctor. “It’s just as well to have Peo} 
a forewarned. Will they all be at home?” 
‘Jt was a larger way of asking if the girl would be the: 
and Ricardo swallowed hard. Then he pressed his horse 
a sharp gallop, and they hurtled up to the racks in frog: 
the house. 
As they dismounted, the dust of the halting billowi 
in a wave against the face of the building, the door open 
and through that dust came Maud rapidly. Her uncle lear 
~ behind her. 
“Til bring them into the house, Maud!” he said hast 
- and angrily. 
She paid no attention to this suggested remonstrance. 1 
Went on until she came to Ricardo. She took his hand & 
_ looked earnestly and searchingly into his face, her glan 
lingering on the bandage about his temples. 
“You’ve been badly hurt,” she said gently. “I don’t th 
we'll let you go all the distance to El Real to-day. But : ; 


— come in.’ | 
The doctor was introduced as “Doctor Onate.” He ¥ 
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and beir g overpolite at every point. 
: card: omnes at him—and feared him in 
gut he had little room in his mind for anything other 

the thought of Maud Ranger. 

he seemed to him miraculously changed. It was not sate 
her manner, which had lost all its boyish bluntness and 
me all womanly, but also her very appearance was 
ered. There was a delicacy in her face, he swore, that had 
not been there before. There was a softness in her eye, too 


av 


Ricardo and Maud — 
4 7 
-and the doctor were given adjoining rooms. The doctor 


i in and found Ricardo sitting near the window, with 
ong in his hands. When he spoke, the boy jumped up, 


— “Yes?” he asked. 

4 came in to find out if you were ready to go down,” 
the doctor. “But I change my mind when I see you. 

e: better take your choice between two things—either 

ive a relapse and go to bed or else make up your mind to — 

ropose to the girl before you’re an hour older.” 

Ricardo moistened his dry lips. He did not consider the — 

rst suggestion at all. He merely said: “How can I see her 

" e?” ‘ 

“You won’t have to think about that,” said the doctor. 

he’ll arrange that you’re alone with her before the day’s 

f an hour older, I take it. See if I’m not a. prophet. If 

rre excited about her, my boy, you’re not a whit as 

d as she is over you!” 

did not occur to Ricardo that there could be any ‘truth 

hat the doctor said, for though he respected the great 
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with her husband, aad “he papers aed of Risa once 
up and down. 

- “You’ve done very well, young man,” said the ston lady 
They sat down together, and a silence began, which th: 
rig doctor at once interrupted with a smooth flow of words 
describing a hunting trip which he had once taken with th: 
late lamented uncle of Ricardo Mancos, through countn 
very much like that which lay around Back Creek. d 

Ricardo listened politely. He was too numbed in the brai 
even to admire the smooth inventions of the doctor. 4 
Then Maud Ranger stood up. : 

 “[’m going into-the garden,” she said. “I’m tired of thi 
heat in the house.” 4 

‘At the door she. turned: : 

“Do you want to come along, Ricardo?” ; 

He rose, his heart in his throat. The doctor had bee 
_ right! 
Right, at least, in declaring that she was sure to find 

chance for them to talk together alone. Right, perhaps e i 

~ saying that she cared for him, too! i 

They went out into the garden. 4 

It was hardly worthy of that name. Six fig trees ha: 
_ flourished there and made shade, on a day. Three of ther: 
- had died. Two were dying. Only the sixth remained health: 
_ and strong. A broken picket fence betrayed the cause of ths 
3 decline of the garden. Through it hungry cows or mischievour 

horses had wandered and chewed the bark off the tree: 
and See the meager fringe of flowers, and the = | 
_ plots. 

_ They sat on a bench beneath the great fig tree, | 

arched with greenery which was turned pale as shallor 

water by the strength of the sun, shining through the broa: 
leaves. She seemed in no haste to begin the conversatior 

-and for his own part he could not aint a thing in his brai 

to coin into words. 

Once or twice he tried to venture speech, but his | 
trembled, and he was afraid that his voice would tremb! 
also; so he refrained and simply stared at her askance, an 
saw how her hands lay loosely folded in her lap, and hi 
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ere’s more Fioeanaa Said Ricardo faintly. 
hen they were silent again. 
‘When you fell,” she asked, “did you think sas it was 
h??? ; 
“I didn’t think,” said Ricardo. “There wasn’t a: great deal a 
time for thinking. << 
_ The chickens in the hen yards made a sudden wasiiig 
a hawk!” said the girl. “There must be a hawk, ee 
ere. You hear the chickens?” 
“Ah, I see the hawk!” said Ricardo. 
“Where?” et we 
_ “Tf you look straight up—through that gap in the brancheas 
“Which gap?” ee 
“This one here. Do you see?” sett 
‘They stood up and stared. E ‘¢ 
“You can see him balancing—he’s turning now ‘against the — 
wind, ” said Ricardo, oddly excited. “There—just off the a 
of that puff’ of soft white cloud—” a 
She, staring in turn, came closer still; her hair touched the 
cheek of Ricardo, and he trembled violently. 
ol see it,” said she. 
"Ricardo took her in his arms. 
I love you!” said Ricardo. 
She put up a hand to defend herself—and then allowed 
it protective hand to waver and sink again. 
“I love you!” said he, with wild joy as he saw that hand 
sinking. 
She did not answer. She only smiled at him, and her 
syes went slowly, searchingly, over his face—like a child 
flaring at a toy—or again, like a painter taking a memory 
ote to be drawn out hereafter. . 
“Tell me not to touch you—to step back froth you, 1” 
ne begged her. “Forbid me, and [I still can control myself; 
, if you let me hold you one more moment, I’ll have to 
ell you ten thousand times over that I love you—and love 
1—and that I worship you. Are you mocking me? ASS you 


“a She laughed, indeed, at this, but such laughter as fiburdo 
V er had heard before from man, or child, or woman. 
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08. In spite of Pees Ricardo!” 
That made his mind fly off to the nee of cilia ac 
ey ‘hi ‘could see the demoniac grin of William Benn. ‘But 
resolutely, he shut those faces out of his mind and said te 
ee , her earnestly: “I swore to myself that I wouldn’t dare te 
say to you how I felt. Because I didn’t want to presume op 
the promise you’d made.” § 
- “Blush!” she said. “What nonsense.” ‘ 
“Jt isn’t nonsense, really.” ; 
_ “I want to know other things.” ; 
_- “Byerything!” said Ricardo. ; “. 
But his heart quailed as he spoke. For what Ra a ther 
were in him that he dared not let her view, or dream of! © 
_ “When did you first love me, Ricardo?” ; 
He trembled. : 
“Tell me the truth. When you first came out here wit 
_ me—you were dimly fortune hunting—hoping that somethin: 
_ might come out of my money to you. Was that partly it?) 
“Yes, yes.” He groaned. “Heaven forgive my wretches 
soul!” 
“Dear, dear Ricardo!” cried the girl. “Do I care aia - 
ie in your mind at first? Of course, young men want to marr 
. money. That’s only being human, isn’t it?” 3 
_ “There’s nothing but understanding and forgiveness 4: 
ie you,” said he. . 
The barriers were melting in him. He felt the wholh 
truth trembling on his lips, ready to burst forth; but he wa 
i _ checked by—the thought’of William Benn. 
“But I don’t doubt you now,” she said. 
_ “Heaven bless you!” murmured the boy. 
“Only, I want to know when you really cared?” . 
“I don’t know. It’s hard to tell. The further I rode awa 
from the ranch toward Back Creek, the nearer I felt ot 
you.” ’ 
“T know!” ss | 
“You see, it wasn’t like an ordinary journey. I had an ide 
that I was riding out to die. I don’t want to seem to brat 
_ though.” _ 
“Silly dear!” said she. 
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't want to talk shone: it : 
I'll never ask a word.” — 


“It was a glorious business,” said she. Then she es apna 
Vhen I read it, then I knew!” 
‘That I loved you?” 


if—almost as if—well, as if your ghost had come with 
it letter and taken me in its arms.” 
“I love you,” said Ricardo sensibly. 


@ cow, came and jumped over the garden fence, and 


Tuined greenery. 


t Joy. 
“Funny old horse, isn’t it?” asked Ricardo. 
“He’s a dear old thing,” said the girl. 
PeCtever, too,” continued Ricardo. 
Til never forget him,” said she. 
I think I’ve seen him before,” said he. sie 
“Will he let us pat him?” she asked. 


They went out, hand in hand, like two children. Ricardo 
54 a little in the lead, holding out his hand; but when he ~ 


near, the mustang, seeing the shadow slide along the 
d, tossed up its head, kicked its heels in the air, and 
4 out of the garden and across the next field, with its 


an 


e shaken high, like the plumes of a helmet. 
ow disgusting!” said the girl. 
rdo looked with a vaguely hurt smile ve wigs the fleeing 


Ps le didn’t seem to understand,” said Ricardo at last. 
lo,” said the girl. “He didn’t seem to understand. How 
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“I guessed that. But I knew all about myself. It was almost 


Conversation died to murmurs. They stood a long time Se 
€ another’s arms, until an old brindle mustang, the color — 


( ga n to sniff here and there for a delectable mouthful out of | 


The two lovers watched it with eyes that swam with mirth : 


it afterward, when I lay in bed, rather sick and upset, 

I remembered your promise. I knew you'd keep it. e 
, the idea was horrible. That I should take you by a 
bargain. Do you see? So I had to write to you, and as I wrote _ 
_ knew that I was giving up what I wanted most in the | 
wid. It was a miserable business, the writing of that letter!” _ 


Senor Alvarado Guadaly 


When they came back into the house, there was no ne: 
for them to make an announcement with words. A  foolii 
joy shone in their eyes; they looked at one another 
though each were a dazzling sun of exceeding bai 
Theodora Ranger said, with her usual bluntness: 

“You lost no time, young man. Nor you, Maud. Ye 
young idiots are engaged, of course.” 

“I'm glad of it,” said her husband. “Now I can wa 
my hands of this whole business. I never was a rancht 
or a banker; I never will be, either. Maud, I hope youl 
_ happy!” 
There was an inflection in his voice which allawellt 
plainly to be seen that he did not expect his hope to 
fulfilled. 

“I expected more trouble than this,” said Maud frankly 

“Why make trouble?” answered her aunt. “One ca 
tide a wild horse with a snaffle. Where are you going 
live, then? Here—or on the ancestral Mancos estates?” — 

“Wherever Ricardo wishes,” said Maud Ranger. 

“Wherever Maud wishes,” said Ricardo. 

They looked fondly upon one another. 

“And when is the marriage to be?” asked the uncle. 

“Soon,” said the girl. “Because I hate long engagemegy 
- “And so do I,” said Ricardo. 

“I thought you’d agree to that,” said Theodora Rang 
gloomily. “Well, we can wash our hands of the wha 
affair. The sooner the marriage, the better; then William | a 
I can go home.” 

“What's to-day?” = 

“Tuesday, isn’t it?” 

“Then, why not Thursday?” - % 
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nd here a servant came in to announce that a pentieen: 
alling to see Sefior Mancos. 3 
don’t care to see anyone,” said Ricardo. 


4 is a gentleman who has come a long distance, - 
5 servant. , 


1 see him in another room,” said Ricard eee 
By no means,” broke in William Ranger. “Let us have ame 
in here. Your friends are our friends, now, my lad!” = 
icardo frowned on the floor. But then he nodded. For of _ 
urse no one could come for him under the name of Mancos 3 
Kcept some emissary of William Benn. Almost immediately 
ed-faced Mexican entered the room. He looked a _ 
neer of the sixteenth century; but he had the manner and é 
roice of a gentleman. : 
ou have forgotten me, Ricardo?” he asked gently. % 
cardo looked wildly into his mind. He never had seen q 


face before, he was sure. ri a 

“Of course I remember something but ” said Ricardo. 
"Boys have no memories,” said the stranger good naturedly. 
pose I were to recall to you that I am Alvarado 
dalva.” ral 
he spoke, his left eyelid fluttered ever so slightly, and 
ardo exclaimed with all the surprise that he could throw 
his voice: 


ing violently, accepted those hand with a strong grasp. 
varado Guadalva turned to the others. 
is father was my neighbor,” said he, with a smile of 
“And yet I’m not surprised that he hasn’t 
ized me. When I last saw him, he was only a boy. 
a | have word of what he has done in Back Creek. 
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carry on some sort of a on. 
that Guadalva seemed to feel not the 
complexion of this pseudo Mancos! a 
Maud Ranger, suggesting thatthe two would of cours 
“have a thousand things to say to one another, left the roo» 
and got the others out at once. It left Ricardo with th 
stranger, who, the moment that the door had closed, san 
into a chair and turned upon the boy a singular smile « 
mockery. 
“You see,” said he, “that I intend to make no mischief.” 
That sentence ripped the hopes of Ricardo to bits. EH 
stood transfixed. ; 
‘Don’t be alarmed,” said the visitor. “I’m a man of tH 
world. And this goes to show that a small point will 1 
the undoing, often, of the largest scheme. Chance blov 
our house of cards! Why should you have taken, of : 
‘Mexican names, the name of Mancos? Why not some oth 
family? There are any number where blue eyes and yellec 
hair are possible. But never a Mancos! Bad luck, you seg 
And bad luck, also, which happened to bring to my ea 
that the young hero of Black Creek was a Mancos, at 
had blue eyes and yellow hair—and an uncle in El Real.” 
He broke off, and laughed softly. 
~ “You must have paid something for his protection, eh?”’ 
Ricardo sat down and rolled a cigarette. He needed som 
thing to occupy his hands; he needed something, no mat 
how trivial, to occupy his mind. With all his heart, he wishi 
that William Benn or the doctor could have been in the rocd 
to overhear his conversation. But that was not to be, a3 
he had to bear the full brunt by himself. 
It was luckily not necessary for him to continue the ta: 
The other went smoothly on from point to point. 
“Accident trips us up continually,” ‘said he. “I rememtt 
that I once sat in at a great game of poker. I had the des 
I had played quietly, waiting for a chance, securing 
fidence. Now I ran up the pack. I dealt a straight, a ff 
house, a flush, and a royal flush. The betting jumped to 1 
sky. I had a fortune there on the table. The straight flu 
went to myself. The other flush stayed with me, raised : 
again and again. I put everything that I had ever hop 
to own on the table. He called me—and behold! I had de 
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Ricardo watched hes cautiously. The man was Soran a 
; he was taking pains to show Ricardo that fact, and 
reby, perhaps, put him more at his ease. 

Owever,” went on Alvarado Guadalva, “I haven’t. the 


erstanding. Don’t you?” 
es,” said Ricardo huskily, 


“Your consideration for what?” said Ricardo. 
_ “For what?” 
The Mexican smiled and, when he did so, one side of his 
was puckered by the scar. 

‘How much will she bring you?” he asked, ge a gesture 
invited frankness. 

How much will she bring me?” 

icardo stared at him, blankly. a 


dare say, even, that the wedding date has been fixed 
dready! And I congratulate her. It is not every girl who 
bas an Opportunity to marry a hero!” 

icardo saw at once that it was foolish to make denials. 


e. How could it be kept from this fellow, who obwieunly 
cant blackmail? 


“As for the actual amount,” went on Guadalva, “I suppose 


gat you yourself know to a penny. Well, we must be con- 


ted with round numbers. You  understand—Sefior 
cos—I don’t want to press you. I don’t want to clip inside 
ring. Not at all! Besides, I can be useful to you!” 

‘And in what way?” 

‘A thing to ask—and to answer!” 

Yes,” said Ricardo. 

ery well, then. Families make inquiries about the men 
10 are to marry their heiresses. But in this case, there is 
need. ‘Honest Alvarado Guadalva, the neighbor of the 
os family in Mexico, knows all about you. When he has’ 
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“I have eyes, of course,” said the other. “I saw her way : 
t looking at you. Such a look can mean only one thing, 


© whole household, of course, would know the truth at- 


ghtest desire to spoil your game, as bad luck once spoiled _ 
e. What I feel is that you and I should come to a quiet 


‘What should be my consideration. I haven’t yet decile ” 3 
it on Guadalva. “Perhaps you can suggest?” aad 


about you. He pats every doubt _ res 
my friend?” : 
“Yes,” said Ricardo. - 4 
“And as for the reward,” said” the other, “you see tha 
I leave it to you.” | 7 
Ricardo began to see. 
“I need a little time to think this over,” said he. “Suppos: 
that we say five thousand dollars?” 
The scar-faced man shook a gay finger at Ricardo. 
“You have the true American business instinct,” said ha 
“But let’s be reasonable. Rumors says that the estate 
- ‘worth—what? Seven millions? But suppose rumor exaggerated 
a little. Suppose we write it down as five millions. Now 
you will see that I’m a reasonable man. Some people woul 
- want a considerable split, partly for their silence, and partt 
for their talk. But a small lump sum is all that I care to aa 
cept. Say one per cent of the total. Fifty thousand dollaa 
is all I would ask, and yet that is not much, considering wh) 
is at stake. You agree that fifty thousand is not much?” 
Ricardo smiled a little, and his smile was not good to se: 
“TI must have time for thought,” said he. 
“Certainly,” said the other cheerfully. “Let’s say, um 
this evening. You may think the thing backward and fo 
_ ward. In the meantime, you beg the sefiorita to let me stz 
_ in the house. I am such an old friend, and such a good fellow 
A gentleman, too. You can see that for yourself! And, afte 
ward, we come to our understanding. Perhaps you wy 
want me here to see the wedding, even. But on that, I nevi 
would insist. In the meantime, command me, sefior. I a 
at your service.’ ‘ 
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A eh eid MAS 
Le 


‘ecessary to go ee once more, to Antonio Pere, a 


e, carrying sacks of flour, and back again from the barge — 
e mill, with sacks of wheat. For that work the pay was. 
high per load, but with three mules—all good ones— 
a resolute driver like Antonio, the pennies mounted 
dollars rapidly. : 
“Another week like this,” he said to his wife when hee 

e home that evening, “and I shall be able to begin to pay a 
Ricardo.” ae 
ush,” said the Navajo woman. “Ricardo never would let 
pay him back, because he has a heart larger than the on 


ntonio smiled. Nothing pleased him so much as a 
pliment to his foster son. All his family knew this, so that _ 
ne of the other boys wanted his way, he began with a 
bute to his foster brother. 
‘The three were now employed, and all in the town. Pedro 
ed with Vicente in the quarry just under the hills, behind _ 
town; they came home gray with rock dust every evening, — 
sore hands, and eyes half shut with fatigue. Juan, ~ 
ever, had found a better post, for he was in the car- — 
er’s shop, and there he was picking up the craft with 
Ow supper was ended, Mrs. Perez was busy cleaning the 
Her four men, in whom her heart gloried, sprawled — 
doorway; or sometimes they got up and strolled back 
wth, because there was not much wind stirring, and 
one sat still, one felt the heat very quickly. 
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Zest, CX 
Perex: hk lionlike cone The blacksmith was oe 


rise and walk. He rolled against the jamb of his door. — 
“You have earned your supper, friend,” said Antoni 

across the street to his neighbor. t 
Just then a rider galloped by, the shod ‘ee of the hors 


v1! 


tossing up clouds of dust which dissolved in the air art 


hung a stifling curtain across the street. 
“These young fools!” said the blacksmith wearily. “The 


never can walk!” 


“Young men care nothing for the comfort of their elders 


“said Perez. 


~ “You have three good boys,” declared the blacksmith. 
“My boys? Well, they are what Heaven made them, 
hope they will have a good end!” 
“A straight sapling makes a straight tree,” said the blac: 
smith kindly. 
“Unless heavy winds blow, yes.” . 
“Well, they will be honest. I know that. Ha! What a dos 
It is as hot as though the sun were still shining.” 3 
“You wear cotton underwear,” said Antonio. t 
“It’s cooler.” 
“Flannel is better. I always wear flannel.” 
“It will make your blood boil, Antonio.” 
“Here comes another of those galloping young fools!” 
. “Hey! Stop!” shouted the blacksmith. “It’s my own boy, ti 
lazy scoundrel,” he went on. 
The rider drew up and dismounted. 
“There is news from Back Creek,” said the boy. 4 
“Ha? Who has been killed there? What wickedness he 
they been up to?” 
“You guess who is dead!” 
“How can I guess? There’s not a man in Back Cre: 
that doesn’t deserve hanging!” : 
“That’s true. But the rope will never claim them wit 
they stay there.” 
“They knife one another in Back Creek, now and th: 


é 


It is like a den filled with snakes. Who is dead now?” 


_ “The greatest of them all!” 

“The greatest what? They have all degrees of prea 
Robbers, pickpockets, cutthroats, safe-crackers, ponoa 
who is the greatest?” 
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Givi va 


Tho did aie a thing? What other murderer?” asked — 
mio Perez. 

o other murderer at all.” 

a he killed Perkins?” 


e > eyes. He killed Perkins!” i 
ellow hair and blue eyes!” cried Antonio Pau : 
“Like your son, you mean?” 

ho else would such a description fit so well?” 

hat’s true. But 
Well, what did he do?” 


th a bullet scraping along his sk 

ut still he killed Perkins?” 

y shooting him straight through the head. It must vee 
a terrible battle. Well, Perkins is dead, at’ least. And 
man who killed him—this will tell you what sort of a 
. aad 

ow much was that?” 

“Fifteen thousand dollars, some one said to me.” 
‘Fifteen thousand dollars! Enough to make a man rich!” 
ow many mules could you buy for that?” asked the 
cksmith, chuckling. 

‘I could buy enough. I would make my three boys each 
a whole string of mules. I would buy other houses for 
We would live like kings. Well, some people are born 
D> have the luck.” 

. “Yes, that’s true. Hard work makes slow hands. I know 
fancos is his name.” 

id Antonio Perez, “Why do you start, Juan?” 

(o reason at all,” said the other. 

hat is exactly the sort of thing that my Ricardo would 
o. atttempt,” said Antonio Perez. “To go up to a town 


1 tht a terrible man.” 
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ow he is!—refused to take a penny of the reward for the ~ 


et If they shoot straight enough,” cautioned the blacksmith. 


hat! But, yellow hair and blue eyes! What was his name?” | 


¢ that—I mean filled with poison and danger—and there _ 


oa He fought this man—this Perkins. He was shot down, 


i 
t 


ae be famous! : fi 
“May I live to see that day,” ad fe other wi a mi 
me gravity. “Then our street will be famous, too. ‘In that | h 
- Ricardo Perez lived. His father kept mules!” — "2 
Perez laughed in good nature at this, too. 

_ “JT will tell you something,” he added, after a momen 
_ “Already Ricardo is doing great things!” 
“Tell me about them,” said the cynic. “I haven’t heard ¢ 

ua Case from other people!” 

_ Antonio Perez, thus put upon his metal, said with som 
_ -gternness: “He has sent me eight hundred dollars. Ra | 
worth knowing, my friend; also it is worth having!” — 
_. The blacksmith actually rose and stood up, in site + 
the heat. . 
“Eight hundred dollars!” he repeated. | 
_ “Where else would I get the three new mules?” ne 
Sanked. “Do such animals grow on thorn bushes?” 
“But he is only a boy!” 
“He has a brain?” 
_ “And what is his work?” 
“He works for a great merchant.” 
_ “Writing accounts?” 
“What exactly he does, I don’t know.” 
“You don’t know!” 
“No,” muttered Perez. 
_ “Father,” said Juan, “let us go down to the river. tt it 
be cooler there.” -. a 
_ “Your boy knows something more than you do about | c 
brother and his work. You see, he wants to get you awa’ y! 
“Bah!” said Perez. “Are you jealous of Ricardo, neighb : 
and the money that he makes?” : 
The blacksmith said heartily: “I never wish you as ba 

a lazy son as I have, friend. Though I thought for mai ’ 
years that your Ricardo would be another such lazy us 
I shall be glad if I am wrong. But you know what th: 

proverb says. ‘Idle hands find mischief.’ You had 
“make sure about Ricardo.” 

Antonio Perez rose with something of a growl. | 
“You are right, Juan. By the river it will be cooler.’ 
The two older brothers would have accompanied f 
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s Ben, “f aid the father, “what is it that you J know about 
your brother Ricardo?” he 
F “J?” said Juan innocently. “I ie nothing at all!” | 
_ “Did you bring me to find the cool of the water or to — 
“escape from the words of our neighbor?” asked Perez ; 
ey. , or 
_ “I was thinking only of the coolness,” said Juan. 4 
A Suddenly the voice of Antonio Perez grew terrible, though 
it was not raised. 
_ “Juan,” he said, “I never have had to say that a son of — 
“mine is a liar. In the name of the saint who guards Ou 
tell me the truth that you know about Ricardo.” 
$ Juan groaned aloud. And then he realized that that sound — 
had betrayed him. He searched, with a dizzy mind, to find 
truth; but he was too bewildered. Out of such small things ~ S 
5 his father leaped to a conclusion! 
z. “Father!” he exclaimed. “For the sake of Heaven, don't. 
k me any more questions! Let Ricardo be. Let him go- a 
way. You never could change him a step. All I can tell 
you is this: That he still loves us.” 
Antonio Perez, after a little silence, lifted both his Wands! 
“above his head, but he made no outcry. Then he said 
quietly: “Ricardo is doing some wrong. Tell me everything © 
t ‘thi t you know! 
_ And Juan, his resistance beaten down by that weight of — 
authority, told all that he knew, and all that he had reason 


4 guess. 


H des” said Ricardo. 2 e 
‘Don’t speak except to answer my questions,” = 
‘How old is he?” : 
uadalva?” 
es." 
About forty-five.” 
Ww tall is he?” 


fou are a little young,” ant ae doctor wearily. 
en he went on: “What is his voice like?” 
Loe but pleasant.” 


“Ah, you know him!” said Ricardo. 
ik doctor sighed, 


ow we.are going to handle him!” 
_ After a moment he added: “Fifty doen dollars 
“It is not so much,” said Ricardo. 
“Not for you,” said the doctor slowly. “N 
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that sum, i seems enough to be worth 
. Besides, it would be only a beginning.” 


icardo. 


nim. forever. I think I shall have to try to persuade him. I 
wish,” said the doctor, “that Benn were here.” 
_ “Shall we send for him?” 


ye other important business on hand!” 


Then he added: “Have you arranged for Guadalva, as he 


himself, to stay here at the house?” 


ive—an old friend of my family.” f 
“You begin to show more heart, Ricardo. You. begin to 
njoy this game, I think.” 

“Our chances shrink,” said Ricardo. “And of course T 
ke it better and better.” 

He added: “Shall I walk out with you, this evening?” 
You shall stay home,” said the doctor. “Stay home and 
i for your supper!” 
That supper was a very cheerful meal. Guadalva seemed a 
atleman. He was full of talk about old Mexico and stories 
‘the Mancos family. He had an inexhaustible supply, and 
was enough wit and excitement in them to keep even 
odora Ranger bubbling. After dinner he was cornered 
- ‘William Ranger, who appeared to be asking many 
sstions in turn, and Ricardo could not help guessing that 
e questions were about himself. 
en he and Maud Ranger and her aunt and uncle sat 
» the veranda and watched the night thickening over the 
aountain, which was wedged against the stars. They spoke 
irdly at all. Only, now and again, he saw the girl’ turn her 
ead slowly toward him; and every time his heart leaped 
fildly and pitched like a~bucking mustang. 
The Rangers retired early. 
Maud only said: “Could you like this sort of thing? 


an, the wildness. But of course you could, because you — 


raised to it.” 
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talked honestly enough eee making the bargain,” he 
hat money,” answered the nociens “would only be a 


to him. He would come back to you as the bucket _ 
es back to the well, and you could not keep: on filling 


The doctor smiled. . ze 


“Let him be. He would be here, true enough, if he didn’t f 


“Yes. That was easily done. Miss Ranger was glad to f 


: astince. very witch like ee pene of ie guns. 
oe he was not sure of this. 
‘The doctor and Guadalva had gone out ede be 
2s Certainly they were stretching their evening walk! 
At last, he heard footfalls. He crouched lower, so 
look, more or less, toward the horizon’s edge. And the 
saw ‘two forms coming past the picket fence. 
_ They were coming back together, and he had hoped th 
= the doctor might come back alone! 
They were chatting quite briskly as they roid int 
- the house and came up on the veranda. ae 
_ There they paused, Guadalva saying something al 
hoot owls and their odd habits—they had passed on 
those weird birds in the dusk, it seemed. After that, H 
said good night, and the doctor sat down beside the boy 
“Did you scratch your hand on a cactus?” asked Ric 
“Why do you ask?” said the doctor tersely. 
 “Tt’s all wrapped up, isn’t it?” 
“It’s wrapped up,” said the doctor, and made no 
: comment. 
Ricardo, feeling that there was to be no exchase ci 
information, now got up and yawned. 
“Tm turning in,” said he. “What are orders for tomorro N 
_ “Ym sending for Benn. He’ll have to come.” 
“He will.” 4 
~ “Guadalva is too es for me. He beat me, Ricaidee ca 
He said this quietly, but Ricardo could guess, by tH 
_ slightest of tremors in the tone of his companion, that t 
_ pride of the doctor had been humbled almost to the groun 
“He took you when you weren’t prepared,” hazarde 
_ Ricardo to make it easy for him. 
- “Prepared? Would I go walking with that sebunieel witho 
_ being prepared? I’d rather walk with an acknowledged knif 
thrower and half close my eyes!” He paused, apparent 


bitter teflection, and at last continued: 
__ “He knew me, Ricardo, and he showed that he understoc 
T Waiew him. When I knew that, I saw that I must kill hir 
and I told him so. We fought rather a duel. We were bi 
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| cry again. 
es. But the gun stuck a little as I was making the draw. 


if a second before me, I suppose, and that’s move), marem 
the killing of three men. 


y head or my body. What was the use, he explained later 


he decided that I was to live.” 
but for your hand?” 
“Not a bit of it. The man’s too clever.” 


ree of this came home to him. “If you disappeared, he 
ould have questions asked of him. And disposing of a body 
10 easy trick!” 

“Do you think he’s playing a lone hand against Benn and 
4¢?” asked the doctor testily. 

“Ah, he has men with him?” 


purposes, all of which are bad, I take it. 

ill you tell me his name?” 

“I will not,” answered the irritable doctor. “As a matter 
f fact, what good would it do you to know his name? Can 
tell me any purpose that it would serve?” 


all back on.” 

‘He has done a neat job of me,” growled the dockets “No 

cl harm. Except that he took a nip out of my wrist, and for 

en L a days I won’t be able to handle a gun again, at the very 

ne when I most need to.” 

“And suppose you had killed him?” asked Ricardo. 

’erhaps I would have sent you out to bury him, in that 
ase,” answered the doctor coldly. “I’m going to bed!” 

om got up from his chair, but did not pass through the 
loor at once. 

mstead, he walked slowly back and forth on the verandas 

uttering a little to himself now and again. Ricardo felt 


167 ) | 2 


ve would not try to get out a gun until a 
ot owl which was hunting over the valley floor 


| unlucky signal for me! Mind you, I don’t offer. 


that Guadalva, as he calls himself, is a master. He was. 


“Cool and deliberate is this chap. He didn’t even aim for. 


of having a dead man on his hands, and a dead body, _ 
ther to conceal, or else to make a confession to the police. — 


“You mean to say that he didn’t shoot for your body, a 


“I understand! I understand!” muttered Ricardo, as the = 


, 


& 


“Ah, hasn’t he, though? But he has! Enough for most of ; 


-*No,” said Ricardo, “I cannot. As long as I Be you | 


~ 


our. eis the ship ie as it were, aed he tre 
‘simply not yet transferred into our hold; and up blows 
torm which, for all I know, may blow us apart from. 
rich galleon, my boy—and we'll never have sight of 
silks and laces, and the gold and the silver of that prizel| 
He muttered softly. 

_ “Benn should be here!” he insisted. “He was a fool t 
— leave at such a time as this. An absolute fool!” ea 
It was the first glimpse that Ricardo had had of any y Te 
: weakness i in the doctor, or at least, of any sense of inferior’ 
to William Benn, or to any other human. 
_ “7’m going to bed,” said the doctor in conchae “Yo: 
the same, and if you know any prayers, say hem a 
ce over!” 
But Ricardo knew no prayers, and thoccton he was ‘$009 
— : 


oo | 
q 
A Gentleman’s ‘ome 


yc pecations for the wedding went on at a great pac 
_ Theodora Ranger, although she did not appear reconcil 
to the ‘Marriage, now that it was inevitable, took ch rp 
: of all that had to be done beforehand. She: would havi 
-_ preferred a church wedding in El Real, but Maud wou 
_ have nothing of this; and so the alternative was to mak 
as much as possible of the old shack of a ranch house 
Evergreen boughs were brought in from the hills. The. hous 
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ke a _bower ‘And Ric dos. crac all a 


vim to an Eiaiuine ‘destination of incredible hae 3 

less, or incredible danger. ; 

He tried to look about him, to he prepared and calm; 

but his brain was dizzy with this fate into which he had 
een rushed. But, on this morning after the doctor’s evening 

cursion with Guadalva, other important news came in. 

illiam Benn was at last on the scene of operations. It — 

as Lew who carried in word, and the\message which Lew 
‘ought was, simply, that Benn could not raise fifty thousand 

sr to pay the price of Guadalva. Would the latter 
ge time? 


But he called in Guadalva. With Ricardo, he talked things 

Wer with the blackmailer. h 

“We can give you thirty-five thousand cash,” said the 

pctor. “Will that hold you?” wae 

Guadalva listened with his usual polite interest..~ | is 

“Thirty-five thousand is a great deal of money,” he_ said “ 
tiously. “But, you know, if you have a good horse, you’d : 
21 ashamed to sell him for less than a certain price.” 

He said this with an almost honest innocence, so that — 

Ricardo prickled suddenly with anger. 

“You can have our promise for the money that’s to come 

afterward, ” said the doctor. 

_ “Promises of honest fellows I always respect,” aie Gua- 

al a. “But you understand, of course, the signed promise of 

e United States’ treasurer—that’s another thing.” 

“You'll trust greenbacks, then?” 

1 don’t want to seem hard,” said the suave Guadalva. 

jut suppose something should happen to the promisers?” 

“Suppose,” said the doctor, still hunting desperately for an 

edient, “we leave one man in your hands for surety. Pll go 

nyself, for that matter!” 

i cdaivs shook his head. 

_ “Your other friends might forget you, Becee Clauson. 

lat would be sad for you; it would be still sadder for me. 

fm sure you can follow my reasoning.” 

[he doctor rarely lost his temper, but Guadalva seemed 

have learned the trick of upsetting him. Now, Clauson 
ed his unwounded hand smartly on the table by which 

gat. : ae 
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te this ‘estate ae us.” Be ee ha ee 
“You're angry,” smiled Grisidatva: “But you still h 
3 plenty of time. And you surely can raise the mone 
wise man like yourself, and a great hand and head lik 
- William Benn, and a-pillar of fire like Ricardo Mancos 
: here!” 
He smiled again as he spoke the name, and he lingeree 
on it with just a trifling hesitation, enough to make Ricarc 
hot with anxiety. ; 
_ “You drive me mad,” said the doctor. “How are we te 
raise the money?” 
 “Ft’s not far to El Real,” said Guadalva. “And in El Re 
_ there are banks—there are people with plenty of mone> 
wei private safes—there is the establishment of your uncle 
for instance!” ~ 
He nodded to Ricardo again. 
“We rob the bank to pay you?” 
“Robbing Peter to pay Paul,” smiled the genial Guadalva 
and his scar turned a rosy red on his face, and then gr 
pale. “I don’t want to shock you or your feelings, doctor.’ 
_ “Qh—much you care for my feelings!” snarled the doctor 
_ He sat for a moment in earnest thought. Then he saic 
grimly: “We'll have to get the money. We have until to 
night say?” s 
- “Or to-morrow morning?” 
ecu “To-night, » said the doctor. “We'll make or break on that 
_ Tl get in touch with Bent: We'll try to devise something. Bu 
afterwards, Guadalva, we'll all remember you for a Tony 
time!” ; 
This sinister speech the other Gated aside. - 
“That’s my fortune in a good many parts of the world; 
_ said he. “I’m remembered by a great many people. I mat 
even say that there are many who want very much to se 
_ me, and yet I can’t spare the time to go back to them 
Perhaps you all will come into the same list. Well, that’ 
 regrettable—but : 
: He waved his hand again. Always the left hand. ” 
right remained on guard, prepared. Ricardo began to | 
that this man had not crippled the terrible doctor by a 
chance. He was a fighting tiger. The doctor, as a fight | 
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Benn mi ght go. down, ‘Hetoce, Guadalva. | ae 
tell you what we'll agree to,” said the doctor. “This 
ning, just after sunset, William Benn will ride down to | 
river and meet you there. Do you agree? He will bring: 
the money—if we can raise it!” i 
~Guadalva suddenly squinted at the doctor as though he 
were a sailor at the masthead, making a landfall. 

_ “Very good, very good!” said he. “But I could do without 
William Benn. I’m a timorous fellow, doctor. Suppose a 
reat fighting man like William Benn came down to the 
Tiver in a bad temper. He might draw a gun, might he not? 
ind he might shoot poor Guadalva. Which would be a 
reat deal less in payment than fifty thousand dollars, for 
e! Am I right?” a 
_ “You’ re particular,” said the doctor, pale with anger, on 
nevertheless half smiling at his appreciation of the gece: > F 
you the money at the river?” 

4 “I don’t see the necessity of the river,” said Guadat, 
“I don’t see that at all.” 
“Do you think that we'll bring you that much money into : 
is house? Do you think we'll pay you before we’ve seen 
you started on your way?” 

_ “Ah, yes, ah yes,” admitted Guadalva. “I now can see 
the point of that. Otherwise, suppose I received the money, 
id on my way out of the house, from purest malice, dropped 
word to Mr. Ranger—of course I understand perfectly what — 
you mean. Very well. I'll pack and leave this evening before 
sunset. I’ll be at the river in the flush of the evening. And 
wD ho will meet me there with the money—other than William 


‘Ricardo? Why do you want him?” | 
3ecause of the safeguard, doctor, if you must- know. As_ 
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The octor closed his eyes. Ad f p. c upon 
face. “You'd feel. safe with Ricardo?” he asked, with 


ould be beneath the notice of the gun of fis man 
illed that terrible Charles Perkins—with his own hand 


He drawled out the last part of his sentence, “aad bi 
turned yellow with a sort of tigerish scorn and fury 
s he glanced at the boy. Ricardo stiffened and shuddered i 
his chair. z 
— “Ah, well, then,” said the doctor, “let it be what yo 


” 
° 


“He comes at sunset?” asked Guadalva briskly, releasing 
Seas from that flaming glance of suspicion, and scorn, 


“He comes at sunset,” said the doctor, | in the voice of : 
hy eae man. 


4 suppose it is.’ 
- “Good morning, then.” 
eapeoens Guadalva. & 


| face upon the doctor.. 
“Well?” he asked. : 4 
“J wish Benn were here!” murmured the doctor. “Bu 
- then, I don’t see anything else to do.” a 
“Than for me to go?” 
ce 
“And you’ll be able to raise another fifteen iho 
. ee for him by night?” ta 
“Of course not! Send you down to pay him oe mon 
_ Ricardo? What do you think we are made of? Gold? No, no 
_ “I don’t understand,” said Ricardo wonderingly. 
x “Why don’t you?” asked the doctor, turning sudden 
‘Savage. “You carry a gun, don’t you? We’ve taught y 
to shoot, haven’t we? How else should you pay him t 
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heres 


d aoe it tue oe last night, and I failed. If - you ‘4 » 
y better way out of this, I beg you to take that ways nae 
ee 


The doctor was coldly polite. He concluded: 
“We have to pay for important things. There are no a 
ins in diamonds of the first water. And for seven pet 
ons one man already has died. Guadalva—we’ll hope _ 
he will be the last!” - = 

a 


Fill Your Hand! 


ough the cold cloud that settled over Ricardo, after — 
“interview with the doctor and the blackmailer, only 
moment of bright light broke through that day, and 
was when he and Maud Ranger walked in the garden. 
e had little time to give him these days. She was full 
preparations; only now and again she would come to 
a, her eyes misted over with joy. 
hat they said as they walked through the little, sR Pi: 
en was forgotten by Ricardo in his mingled confusion ~ 
d happiness, but he remembered later how Theodora 
inger stopped him in the hall of the house and laid a 
on his arm. 
“Whether you are good or bad,” said she, “try to be good 
her. She’s worth it, boy!” 
ardo smiled a sickly smile and went up to his room. 
spent two hard hours that afternoon working with his 
According to the precepts of William Benn, he carried 
evolvers. One was slung in a _ holster, cow-puncher ) 
m, on his right thigh. The other was LEDS beneath; the ~. 


eee 


‘out those guns wh speed: ‘He had no skill with his 
nand. Only with the right could he succeed. But because 
the two weapons, his right hand could hardly be in a poo) 
osition for making one of the draws. 
The doctor, with a strained and serious attention, ponde 
Soe this practice. 
At last he said: “Put up the guns~ after y 
cleaned and loaded them. There’s no use working any h 
You may be as fast as he. You may be faster. But will 
be as sure? Believe me, Ricardo, there is nothing in 
world that will save us all except the killing of Guadal 
and there is no way of killing him except by your own § 
Tell me this: Are you afraid of him?” ; 
_ Ricardo had been with the doctor so much that, for 
e of his pride, he would not attempt a deception. He 
imply: “I’m afraid, yes.” 
“If you’re afraid,” said the doctor, “at the time . 
ou meet Guadalva, hell most assuredly shoot you thr 
_ the head.” j 
With that brief bit of counsel and warning, he left Ri 
_ to his own devices. 
But the time did not hang on the youth’s hands! It seem 
_ as though the sun were rushing down the western slc 
nee aes redoubled speed, and before long he had to be o 
Then he had to break away from Maud, who callec 
him as he started for the stables. 
“I have to be alone,” said Ricardo. “I have to ride 
think. And if you're along, Yu be able to think of not 
but you!” | 
So he reached the stable and got horse and —— 4 
x ‘went down toward the river. 
He did not go by the straightest way. For the Horse 
React full of running after these days in the stable, and therek 
Ricardo steadied that good half-bred runner: for a 
sprint that brought the sweat pouring out; but at the 
of that run, the horse was no longer dancing and pran 
_ but went smoothly on and only gradually began = Prig 
ears at the sunset, ph 
For when the sun goes down, horse and dog seer 
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P ; 
f the Fagatanss the horse is one of the hunted. And ae 
fine fellow stepped more daintily, turning his head 
every bush a little, as he passed. ‘ 
icardo put him over the brim of the slope and rode 4 
ight down ‘to the river’s edge. = ye 
Was a river of crimson and gold, now; and aces : 
points projected, cutting off the light, and where rocks 
d up above the surface of the water, there were streaks 
prple, like films of oil laid over the stream. In the quiet _ 
along the banks, tall reeds were growing, and from 
slight whispers filled the air, except when the Tush ef rs 
stream made a greater sound. pe 
one great bush, the horse stopped, then sprang violently 
e side, and Ricardo, sitting back with feet thrust hard ~ i 
the stirrups, had a faint glimpse of a shes form ina* 


hen the men of William Benn were scattered here and 

across the river lands, and the hand of William Benn 

elf, perhaps, would be stretched out to succor him in the 

of danger, as it had stretched forth once before! “a 

e coldness dropped out of the heart of Ricardo. It _ 

x occurred to him that perhaps the Negro giant had 

placed there in semi-concealment for the sheer purpose 

ightening his courage. But on he rode, so relieved that it 

as though a great burden had been dropped from the 

Iders of his soul. He turned at a sharp elbow of the 

, and between a lofty bank and the verge of the golden — 

m, he saw Guadalva waiting for him. 

uadalva raised and waived a hand of greeting; and 

do rode up to within ten yards. There he paused. 

ave you an arm this long, my young friend?” asked 

dalva in his cheerful voice. 

have,” said Ricardo. 

he other was silent, getting the force of this remark © 

egrees.. — 

take it,” he said then, “that you have come down to 
something heavier than paper money?” 

have,” said Ricardo, short and grim. : 
, well,” murmured the blackmailer. “I should have | 
t that the doctor and William Benn would be sharper- — 
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midnight to a certain meeting place, then. he 1 
yurned. If I don’t appear, the letter goes to William 
Does that make a little difference to you, lad?” 
Ricardo frowned. 
He looked back into his mind, and wished mightily) 
he advice of William Benn. 
_ But, when he turned the matter back and forth, it seen: 
to him that he was a soldier under marching orders; he 
no right to change from the command which _ 
ome here and fight against this man for his life. 
his own wisdom, compared with that of the docto 
William Benn? Aa 
~ “You see, my boy,” went on Guadalva, “that the best t 
for you to go back to those who sent you. I supp: 
u will find that they are not very far off. Take the mor 
rom them. Bring it here and bring it quickly. I’ve alre 
waited longer than I care to do.” 
Ricardo said: 
~ “Guadalva, I’ve thought you over back and forth. I 
that you're lying about the letter.” 
“Do I lie about it? And what makes you so sure, 
friend, my young friend?” 
: _ “Because,” said Ricardo, “I don’t think that you- kn 
s ae man in the world to whom you’d entrust a letter 
important as that. He would open it—and know the sec 
as well as you!” + 
_. There was a faint exclamation of anger. 
zs ‘Boy, ” said Guadalva, “I’ve warned you before. I 
. you for the last time. Do you go back for the se 
: or- 3 E, 
“Are you ready?” answered Ricardo. 
“Dios!” murmured Guadalva faintly. i) 
_ They stared at one another, and the old flame of 
which had burned in Ricardo’s heart so many tim 
flickered and flared wildly upward again. There w: 
world to gain, here, and very little indeed to lose- 
his life! But, with this man gone, the last obstacle, it seen 
was brushed away. At one step he possessed — 
happiness, wealth, and the woman he loved! 
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boy?” ee nti Seed more loudly. : 
throwing away your life—and seven millions! — 
on’t think that the foolish stories about your fight with x 
kins mean anything to me. I shall knock you over asa 
would shoot a rabbit! ae offering your last chance 
Fill your hand!” cried Ricardo savagely, and reached | 
3 his own weapon. 2 
Yet he would not actually take any advantage of even 
h a practiced fighter as Guadalva; that jump of his Head . 
rather a feint, to make the other draw in real earnest. 


Guadalva answered with a lightning gesture; his bullet at 
past the face of Ricardo like the hum of a wasp cawey the 
wind. 


could fire again, he saw Guadalva sag to the stiles $ 
he Colt had dropped from the hands of the Mexican. — 
seemed to be half falling and half clumsily climbing down ~ 
his horse until at last he fell prone with a loose, — 
acing sound, like that made by the dropping of a half- — 
led wine skin. He lay at the edge of the river. The puckering ‘ 
ar on his cheek made him seem to grin, and his right hand, — 
rown wide—for he lay like a cross in his death—was — 
ipped into the blood-red sunset which flowed upon ae s 
ice of the river. 

Ricardo dismounted and looked curiously at the dead 
Then he stared at the fiery current. And looked higher 
to the smoke and flame of the west. And still farther where 


eas 
w*. 


1¢ house of Ranger lay in its nest of hills. 
Ss ety he felt as though he had taken into the palm 
his s hand that house and everything in it! 
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nis yes he drew out his Winchester and held it r id 
across his left arm, for he could not tell whether these we 
lerents, of Guadalva—the doctor had declared that 
xican had many men in support—or cowpunchers of | 
ge, or else emissaries of William Benn. ; 
They were still a hundred yards away when one of 
iders waved his hand with a shout, and Ricardo dro 
ne butt of his rifle to the ground with an instinctive exc 
tion of joy. 
It was William. Benn. He came on with a rush, lca ( 
from his horse, and kneeled beside the dead body. 4 
_ Then he stood ap and, turning to Ricardo, he took bot 
9 his hands. _ 
“J thought, for two es oeke that we were going to be beaten 
or bled dry. But the hound followed the trail too fast. An 
there he is! Dogs always should hunt i in sake or the wol 
a will cut their throats for them!” 
He laughed aloud. Ricardo never had seen him in su 
~ ecstasy of pleasure. Then Benn stepped a little nearer to: ‘ 
= loosely lying body and stirred it with his foot. ; 
_ “There’s all that’s left of him, Ricardo,” said he. “The 
was a machine for you! There was a fellow with his 


‘ Wack rigs stopped ticking, and the ‘works are so ) spo 
that they never can be started again. When I heard 
-Guadalva was after us, I was fairly sure that we w 


nd where he was bound, he’ll never arrive,” said Benn _ 

nly. “Ah, “Ricardo, this is the best day that ever we put 
And you did it by yourself, with no backing, with no- 
in the background with a gun ready to help you!” 

e smiled upon the boy, and there was no hint of the old 
iciousness in that expression of his. ’ 
‘icardo had taken off his hat, and absently Sacotied” 2 
wet hair back from his forehead. The last of the sunset e 
t glowed upon him; it seemed to William Benn on 
e that living gold lay upon the head of Ricardo. cn sO” 


gi t 
n the brush and came-hastily toward them. It was Wong, 
pigtail bouncing behind his head. ; 
icardo waited no longer. He remounted his horse, and = 
iam Benn walked a few paces at his side. te 


\stantly with you. I would have tried my own hand Pi 
dling this Guadalva—but if he’d seen me coming, he 
Id have ridden off as fast as horse flesh and spurs could 
him. But from now on, I take a hand in the game. And ~ 
n't help but win. Do you understand? We can’t help — 
in!?? 

ith that refrain ringing through his sind Ricardo rode — 
© the Ranger house and, just before it, he came upon the 
tor, who was walking patiently up and down. He stood | 
msfixed as the solitary horseman rode to him out of the 
and then he ran a few steps to meet the boy. - 

‘his side he walked on toward the stable. 

‘ou met him, Ricardo?” ares 

’s dead,” said Ricardo briefly. s 

oe TID Fi cee! 


And: saying that, he 
e the: slaying of Guadalva f 


: “I haven’t pews there for an ‘Hour, Of course eve 
is all right. The last thing I heard was word from “you. 
‘uncle’ in El Real. Of course he’ll be glad to come to you 
_ wedding. He wrote a note to congratulate his dear nephews 
And the doctor laughed softly. 
“The body?” he asked. \ 
“Benn came to me. He and Selim and Wong are all ou: 
rh there!” 
_ » Again the doctor chuckled. b= 
“We are in the last act,” said he. “And all the acteen are 
ready for the stage. There is no more chance of losing, now 
than there is of the sun’s failing to rise.’ 

_ Ricardo left him and went back to the house, for the 
ae doctor refused to go in. His spirits were expanding to suck 
a an extent that he wanted to walk under the open sky, where 
the first stars were beginning to glow, and where Venus 
; burned richly in the west. Ricardo went into the house and, 
at the very door, Maud Ranger met him. SE 
She had a startled, tortured look. 3 
Ee “I want you to come here!” she said. “I want you tc 
- come into this room—oh, Ricardo, Ricardo!” x 

There was heartbreak in her voice, and he followed, 
heavy of heart, alarmed. The door swung open, and there 
_ he saw the picture he least desired. For, seated in a row 
_ ‘upon four chairs against the opposite wall, he saw four 
_ swarthy men, one with iren-gray hair, and two mighty men. 
_ and one a slender youth with a face like the pointed face 

of a fox. Antonio Perez, and his three sons were befor 
_ Ricardo! 
He did not think of the loss of the money; he thong 
only at that burning instant of the loss of the girl. As if she 
were a cloud, his hope of her dissolved. 
Antonio stood up, and his three sons with him, with cage 
and smiling faces turned toward Ricardo. 
“We have found you at last, Ricardo,” said the muleteer 
“We have come a long way, my son!” 4 
And he stepped forward, smiling, his hands qutstretchal 
Ricardo shrank back against the wall. He felt the tor 
_ mented eyes of the girl upon him. 
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the smile Pnciced fase upon tas fee 
aud Ranger threw a hand before her face. 
“You see what it is, of course,” said Ricardo. “There 
> scoundrelly blackmailers all over the world. And of 
e there had to be some impostor to try to separate us! 
k at them, my dear. Could I be of their blood? There is 
man and here am I! Is it possible that you take seriously 
_ they say?” 

She dropped her hand from before her eyes and stared 
ntonio Perez and his three sons. Then suddenly, she 
g to Ricardo her eyes desperately upon his face. 

hen it isn’t true, Ricardo—what they say?” 

ever for an instant!” said he. “Great Heavens, Meets = 
“could it be?” == 
t couldn’t be,” she stammered. “I should’ have seen 
mice. But I don’t know why—the old man seemed so 
est. He was so simple. He looked so happy when he 


There never was a really successful criminal,” said — 

tdo, “who did not understand how to lie with a BG" ‘a 

face.” z 

ntonio Perez faltered a little, and young Juan slipaed) ve 

s side and supported him. 

'e have made a mistake,” said the muleteer in a dying 

>. “Sefiorita, I am sorry. We all are sorry. We thought 

it was my son, Ricardo. It is not! I only wish to go 

and to make no trouble.” 

e went past her slowly, and through the door. ah 
icardo, Ricardo!” whispered Maud Ranger. “He may be 

liar and a criminal, but he looks sick—and tired—tell 

a - that we forgive the sham and that they can have 

onio Perez already was in the outer hall, but Vicente 

dro heard these words, and Vicente turned like the 

hat he was. 

‘ood from you and in this house would choke us!” 

. “A glass of water here would be poison. And as 

ee, dog and traitor, you have killed our father—you 

broken his heart!” : 
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grappled with Vicente, and led him Bat of he room, ay 
“Vicente, Vicente, why should you try to ruin him? Hes ret 
cee the harm we may have done!” | 
“I curse the day that he ever came to our family,” groane 
eViceate. 4 
“Hush,” said Pedro. “We all have loved him and therefore 


b 


iit ae : 9 
‘The voices died in the hall; the outer door opened 
closed, and they were gone. 
~~ Maud Ranger looked earnestly into the face of her tow 
ke. “Tf that is all acting,” said she, “I never have seen any " 
_ thing like it before. Never on the stage even. Ricardo!” _ 
_ And that name was a cry of fear and pain. | | 
“The goodness of acting depends upon the price the acto: 
expects to get,” said Ricardo. “Of course, those rats were 
5 “hoping for a fat profit.” 
Then he added, savagely: “I am going after them. I q 
going to learn what the villains are——” 
_ “Let them be,” said Maud Ranger faintly. “I don’t wan 
to think of them again. Most of all, I don’t want to think 
of the face of that man.” 
Re “It’s my duty!” insisted Ricardo. “Blackmail? It’s the vile ; 
is in the world!” 4 


\ 


Antonio Perez Speaks His Mi n 


‘When Ricardo left the house, in. haste, he encountere 

the doctor, just coming in through the twilight. 
“Where did they go?” gasped Ricardo. 
“Who?” 
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“groaned Ri arn and dashed i in athe direction Z 
ch had been pointed out, — 


me upon the group going slowly, for Antonio was 
orted between two of his sons. As he came up, he heard 
ente loudly cursing; then the familiar deep rumble of the 
uleteer, repressing Bis violent son. Ricardo came ee 
mg them. 
ey stood before him silent. He was glad of the dimness 
covered his face from their sight. : 
an, Juan,” he exclaimed, “you’ve done this! You’ ve 
ght them here to ruin me!” 

t was no fault of Juan,” said the Suleweek “Tt was my 
t. First, I dragged from him that you were doing wrong 
e you had left my house. I made him tell me what he 
earned about you. Then we all came. What,else was 
mportant as to try to save you from being a-bad man? 
gave up our work. We came.” oe 
ave you come this distance on foot?” cried Ricardo. £ 
the name of Heaven,” said the other, “could I have 
the mules to bring us here—when I knew that those ~ 
s were bought with stolen money? I gave them away. 
all begin my life where it was left off after the sickness 
e trouble came to us. Because no good ever came 
im bad; rotten seed makes rotten wheat.” ns 
e never heard such talk,” exclaimed Ricardo. “Juan, 
1 to me, if the others won’t. Pedro, will you listen, — 


, Ricardo,” said the big man, “because you were once | 


“T am still, ” said he earnestly. “T still am your brother. You eh 
en’t understood. The girl in that house is 

paw her cling to you. I saw that there was love in 

es,’ answered Antonio Perez, “and of course I under- 

. You are going to marry her, and she is very rich— ~ 

s worth more than the cost of three villages Ns the 

re we live!” 

see!” said Ricardo. “And that was why I had to deny | 


1 you, too. You thought that I wanted to forget you. 
long as I have blood in my body, I never could 
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oe to ‘have. That will te my aisle . Iam g 
mother dress in silk and wear gold and emeralds. an fc 
that very reason, I had to deny you all, tonight! I saci ha 
_ to call you ” 
“Blackmailers!” snarled Vicente. Bo | 
“Hush,” said Pedro. “Let our father answer.” j 
“How does it seem to you, Pedro?” asked the muleteer. 
“I am not a very wise or a very old man,” said Pedr 
simply. “I would have to do and think what you tell m 
‘to do and think. But I saw a very beautiful lady. She - 
rich, too. Why should not Ricardo marry her? Not that 
want to have part of his good fortune. And if he marric 
her with a different name—well, he has as much right to th 
name of Mancos, I suppose, as he has to the name o 
Perez, because no one understands who he really is!’ 
“That is what you have to say,” said the muleteer. “Now 
_ Vicente, what is your voice?” 
“J am too hot to talk,” said Vicente. “I feel as though 
could drink hot blood! I still remember how he sneere 
at us all—and he spoke about our smoky faces “ | 
“Hush,” said Pedro. “Our brother was only — ther 
_ to save himself, and help us later on.” ; 
“Well, Juan?” asked Antonio Perez. q 
“Some men work with their hands and some wor 
with their wits,” said Juan, “and I saw Ricardo has fairl 
won his chance to marry that lady. He has been to Bac 
Creek, and there he has killed a terrible man! After doin 
that, he deserves some sort of a reward. Besides, the lad 
loves him. Even I couldsee that 
“Fox!” said the father. “You see all things—body an 
_taind! But now I shall tell you what I think, Ricardo, sinc 
you have heard all your foster brothers speak. If you 
mother were asked, she would agree with them, becaus 
she wants fine things and plenty of money for you! Bi 
I tell you that workers in soot leave black marks. If ye 
were to show me the millions of dollars loaded in °F 
gold bars upon the back of thirty mules, and offer % 
to me, I would not have them!” 
His voice rose a little. When he was excited, he sp 
like the roar of a lion. 
“I would not have the thirty mule-loads of gold “sey z 
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Wak cats Sieies: 
ny hones am ante honest man. I never took — 
gain by it. I never hurt a neighbor _ 
cea “profit. out of him. I never have had my hands © 
_ dirty money, until the money that you sent to me, Ricardo i 
nd for that I ask Heaven to forgive me, because I did 
know that it was unclean!” 
This profession of faith, spoken so simply, but in a great | 
pice that rang with true emotion, seemed to. crush and 
erwhelm Ricardo. ; 
_ At last he said, faltering a little: “Father, I know that — 
Tam doing wrong. But you think that I am only marrying the © 
because of her money. That is not true. I love her 
ith all my heart!” 5 ee, 
“Ha?” said Vicente. “If. that is the case, then there is 
something else to say. Poor Ricardo, I am sorry that I aa = 
) many things against you.” 3 
‘He strode forward and found the hand of Ricardo, i 
ng it violently. as 
“I am your brother again,” said ‘the impulsive Vicente. a 
ay or night, whenever you need me, I am your brother a 
Ricardo!” 3 
icardo swallowed hard. Tears were stinging his eyes. zi 
f 


hen he heard the muleteer saying: 

ou love that ‘woman and for that reason you think 
it is right for you to lie to her. To marry her! What? You 
be letting her marry a lie. You are not a Mancos. She 
“be marrying nothing. And yet you say that you love 
Ricardo, Ricardo, are you really a bad man, in your 
Gigs 

“Father,” said the boy, “I know that I am doing wrong. 
u _ afterward, I shall do right. If once this thing’is finished, 
en I am going to do nothing but good the rest of my life. 
1 going to begin by doing good for you and my brothers!” 
would rather see my three sons stretched here dead 
my feet,” said Antonio Perez, “than to see them wear 
$6 much as a bandanna bought with your money. Besides, 
[ tell you this: A bad thing has no ending. It is like a lie, 
if ie is to live, it must be kept working. It never stops 
g out roots. Before long, it has become such a strong 
ed that it has spoiled the whole field of grain! Your bad 
is the same way. You think that you can manage it. You 
will find that it can manage you. It will drag you at its 
until your soul is black. Finally, you will be ashamed 
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ae ‘Ricardo Satuwena cay ““wvill yo list 
when I tell you the truth?” ie 
Bes | yes,” said the muleteer. “y would fidten to you 
tay dying; and something in my heart is as dying OW, 
_ Ricardo, my dear son.’ 
Ricardo struck his hands together with a groan. 
- *Do you see? I’ve given myself into the hands of a f 
“and terrible men. If I did not go on with what they want! 
me to do, they would kill me out of hand. I don't dare: 
to turn back now, father!” 
_ Said Antonio Perez: aK | 
“The world is talking a great deal about Ricaeag Mancos} 
and how he killed that Sefior Perkins who had shot sO) 
many fighting men in his day. Well, you were a brave mani 
when you went to Back Creek. Are you a coward now?! 
u were not afraid of the hundreds of bad men in Back: 
eek. Are you afraid of the few who are around you, now?” 
_ Ricardo was silent. 
_ When he drew his breath it had a gasping sound, ‘ike: 
a heavy sob, and Pedro actually groaned in sympathy and, 
- stepping closer, he put his arm around the shoulders of | 
his foster brother. Ricardo shuddered at that comfortin : 
touch. B 
“Ricardo,” said the muleteer, “you have seen a great. deal 
of richness and Toguery. Tell me: Is it worth the five heat ts 


“What shall I do?” asked the boy, brokenly. = 
“Go back to that housé and fall on your knees befo 
the girl. You love her. Therefore, it will be your right 
ene to tell her the truth—that your are a ae | 


: of labor washes the very heart. Go do the things that I 
you to do. I know that what I say is right and good. At t 
_ moment, when my heart is aching so terribly, I know 
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but of the darkness: 


en bless you, Ricardo!” 


doctor quietly smoking a cigarette. 
ou’re late for dinner,” said the doctor. . 
Ricardo stumbled ists te the doorway without an answer. 


Ranger, and his wife and Maud herself, all busily 
g and chattering. 


boy.” 
steadied himself by leaning one hand against the wall, 
e looked upon them from the height of his ngrny 
eagle looks down upon lambs in a field. 
. not staying for dinner,” he said. “I’m leaving. I’m 
e to say good-by.” E 
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He thoveht of William Benn, and his 


m Bctor. And at last fe thoaeh of Maud Ranger, lovely, wee 
pure, and true. Then he heard the muleteer speaking - 


cardo turned, and Pedro with him, and together they 
not slowly back through the darkness toward the house. — 


tow of mind confused mi and so he stopped ae half 
gered when he saw. before him in the narrow hallway 


hurry, Ricardo,” said Mrs. Ranger. “You're late for 


“Go at once. The right road turns into the wrong one, ies 
m, if you walk too slowly on it. Pedro will go with, you. 


ie. 
M4 


- the: world has happened?” 


5 pets 2 


ss Maud. I 
He paused, for as he said these things, he suddentey 


v so as Ricardo spoke the naked words of his confessi 
ay es saw suddenly the shameless and the cruel sia = | 


Ranger had stepped eh to the side of Maud and 7 


satin’ oe 
a nue ‘that she should be able to : 


“You're saying good-by?” cried William Ranger. 


“ thought I could go through with it, ” said Ricardo, bt 
‘I can’t. I'm here to confess everything. I’m not a Mane 8 
I was simply wearing a false name. I was trying to s 


them. Fear leaps on the shoulders of the man who flee 


if 


- standing now with an arm about the girl. But Maud Range: 


was not either weeping or fainting. She stood only a Ii 
_ stiffer and straighter and confronted Ricardo and the trutl 
about her lover with an invincible courage. - * 


+ 


4 


_ I never was real. I agreed with a gang of crooks who wen 


_ the loot with the others, half and half. 


ed heard a scuffling of feet across the veranda, and the d 


hearted little rat, have you thrown away all of our mon er 
- and time, and work, and welched on us?” Ra 


Said the boy: a 
“Everything was a sham. I didn’t kill Charles Perk 
I shot the bullet that went through his leg and dropped h 
but his bullet knocked me senseless. He crawled on tow: 
me. I saw him coming and I was helpless, and then 
_ friend of mine stepped out from the trees and called 
him, and killed him when he turned. Everything was a sham 


her estate as quickly as I could, and after that I was to ; han 


“I don’t think there’s anything more to say,” conclu 
the dull, mechanical voice of Ricardo. “Antonio Perez toll 
the truth. He is my father. My foster father. I’m going b 
to him, and Heaven forgive me for the harm Ive tr 
to do to you!” Ws. 

He stepped back through the doorway, juddeniee 


had him by the arm, 


“What have I heard?” he asked. “What idiocy did I 
you talking in there? Have you gone mad? You 
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ou ia William Benn did this to me,” he a 4 

’t a bad boy when you found me. You taught me to | 

the devil. If you had two sound hands now, doctor, 

ay you in full. As it is, I have to wait until. we denne 

And then we'll settle everything. > 

here’s William Benn, most of all. I’m going to wait 

t the day when I see him, too. He and I have several 

to talk about. Will you tell him?” 

e cast the doctor from him. That formidable master, 

had always seemed to him a sort of superman, now was” 

than a flabby child. He turned his back deliberately 

the doctor, who was making a choking, stifled sound ~ 

asping, and went out from the veranda steps and into AS 

edro joined him. cae 
ee, Ricardo,” he said. “Already you are standing : 

ghter and taller!” 

cardo did not answer, but went on with Pedro until they =f 

ed the muleteer and the Temaining two sons. a 

have done everything as you commanded me to do,” 

1 Ricardo. Ae 

‘I knew that you would,” said Antonio Perez. “Now 
go home. We have a long way to travel.” 3 

ey walked all the way to El Real, never once stopping, 

yer flagging in their steady pace. Before morning they were 

the town; still in the first of the gray of the dawn they 

1 slipped into an empty box car, and with that long, 

tling train of empties they went jouncing and swaying 

wo the track until they were back at the village which 

ardo had always thought of as home. 

in the railroad yard, they dusted off one another as well as 

were able. 

“Your clothes look too fine for this town,” said Antonio 

>z thoughtfully. 

don’t think that people will sap me and ask me about 

ay clothes,” said Ricardo. 

Something in his voice made the father and the three 

t brothers look earnestly at one another, but not at 

Sale straight, and lithe, and oe moved 
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—“Ricardo’s back!” : 
a swung their horses close sae halted. 
“Rich and famous, eh, greaser?” one of them asked. 
Ricardo ‘stepped lower and laid his left hand ot 
-mustang’s shoulder. 
“Say that again,” said he, and smiled up to the ride 
_ The latter’s grin faded and died; his eyes widens 
tae he reined his horse slowly back. 
That was all. Then Ricardo walked on with the 
end they were undisturbed until they reached the Me 
- quarter of the little town, beyond the river. There it be 
an exciting progress, for young and old ran out t 
-Teturning this youth of whom so many strange, so : 
great, things had been told of late. He talked to 
. cheerfully. He shook hands all around. % 
_ When they came opposite the blacksmith’s shop, Ri 
was particularly cordial to the blacksmith. te 
“And you’ve got your pockets full of money, I supp 
: _ Said the smith. 
“J hhaven’t a penny,” said Ricardo. : 
“Hello! And what have you brought back from 
- travels, my lad?” 
“The knowledge that I’ve been a fool,” said Ricare 
“Only that, and nothing more.” 
Again he continued with his family, and so » they 
at last to the little hovel which was home to them all. 
_ stepped inside the door. The wife of the muleteer, 
-_ eross-legged on the floor, patting out tortillas with ex] 
hands, jumped up and threw out her arms to sees 
Ricardo embraced her heartily. i ae 
A great outpouring of talk ensued. And Antonio | 
overjoyed, ran out to buy special provisions for a 
A festival day began for them. Neighbors constanth 
dropping in and staring at Ricardo, returned fre 
_ Strange wanderings which had occupied him for 
months. Even the sheriff came. 

He called Ricardo outside the shack, 
“Now, my boy,” said he, raising a cautionary 
“when you were here before, you made a goo 
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; | NOW ‘on, no more fighting!” 

led ¢ dly upon the man of the law. 
en I break a law,” said he, “come and tell me abut 
” he added more coldly still, “don’t come alone!” | 3 
sheriff eyed him out of narrowed eyes; then he — 
as though a former suspicion had been confirmed, _ 
| turning his horse, he jogged off down the see) a dusty Be 

fe. Ricardo watched him go. a 
Inside the shack, Mrs. Perez was whispering to’ “Juan: ti 
have they done to our Ricardo?” ae 
what way?” asked the youngest son. s et 
was a good boy when he went away. Now see for eA 
If what he is.” 


Yh, good perhaps. But a tiger, Juan—a tiger. I almost 
ble when I look at him. He never looks at one except Zz 
sht in the eyes. Oh, there is an old soul in that young © e 
“of his. What have they done to him, Juan?” Wey 
‘don’t know,” said Juan, troubled by these questions. z 
eems cheerful enough. He smiles a great deal more ~ 
e used to do when he was here.” e 
at are smiles?” asked Mrs. Perez, with a sad aesture ze 
th her hands. “The last act of life is a smile, Juan. 
yhat does it mean?” She added: “Hush! I'll talk no more 

t it. Let us all be merry and gay. Let us make Ricardo 
py as we can. But—there is going to be trouble— 
is going to be great trouble. I’m afarid!” 

t it was a great affair, that celebration. People came 
lf dozens, neighbors, and old friends; yet a whisper 
passed through the town, and though all eyes looked 
atdo, no one spoke to him very much, and then always 
m a peace, respectfully. 
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Time and Tic 


In the cool of the veranda of the house of William Ber 
the doctor made himself:comfortable and placed his wound 
hand where the sun poured in upon it, baking it, taking « 
the ache which lingered continually in it. William Be 
himself lay back in a chair which was tilted against 1 
wall. His grim face was tired; his eyes were almost veilé 
one hand lay palm up in his lap, and the other dang} 
idly beside his chair. 
“I don’t mind a certain amount of silence,” declared 1 
doctor. “It’s a good seasoning for most conversation. E 
you have something to say, Benn. Why not say it—as she 
as you please?” 
William Benn fully opened his eyes, but he looked bef 
him at his own thoughts. 
“I don’t follow it,” he said. 4 
“You don’t follow what?” asked the doctor with i 
patience. ; 
“A real hunch never goes wrong,” said William Beans 
“Now what superstition are you talking about?” asked t 
doctor, shaking his head. 
“The pot of gold,” said the big man. a 
“Are you drunk?” snapped the doctor. ‘ 
“When I first saw the kid-——” : 
“I know. You thought he was what lies at the end of t 
rainbow. Another proof that there’s nothing in these fool: 
ideas, my friend!” ‘ 
Benn shook his head slowly, ponderously. & 
“You're wrong,” he said. “Somehow it must work o 
Only I don’t understand.” 
“Did you see the young fool?” asked the doctor, 
“Oh, I saw him easily enough.” 
“In his father’s hut?” 
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peat, ere mre etmek: 


q “No. I saw him at work.” 
~ “At work!” 

a “Yes. In the flour mill—carrying and stacking sacks of 
| our. ” 

_ “He'll never last at that,” replied the man of thought. 

_ “Tell me why?” 

“Because he never was the working kind; and because 
he’s had a taste of another sort of life.” 

_. “He'll not last at the work, but not for the reasons that 
you give,” said William Benn. 

“Supply me with better ideas, then.” 

_ “That's easily done.” 

- “Tm listening, Benn.” 

_ “He’s used up his good nature, doctor. He’s got nothing 
left to him except bitterness and poison. When he saw me, 
I thought he was going to jump for my throat.” 

- “Tf he’d tried that, it would have been a lesson learned 
for him!” 

_ “D’you think so? I tell you, doctor, you underrate -him. 
He’s a bunch of wild cats. He failed to go through with a 
job for us. That was all. You hate him because he wouldn’t 
do the thing that you wanted.” 

: “A young jackass!” 

“Why not call a spade a spade, since you like frankness? 
We were fools.” 

_ “Yes, ever to trust such a grand scheme to such a worth- 
Tess rat!” 

_ “Worthless? You’re wrong again. We know him like a 
book—but we didn’t see that there was an honest streak 
in him. An honest streak that beat us—an honest streak 
that beat him, even after he’d won the game! You admit 
that he had the thing in his hand. He’d sent off the four 
of them; he’d pulled the wool over the eyes of the girl 
again. And then conscience tackled him and beat him— 
Where Perkins, and Guadalva couldn’t beat him! Well, 
doctor, do you call honesty foolishness?” 

_ The doctor was bitterly silent. 

_ “I don’t follow you, to-day,” said he. “But did you try 
to get him to come back to us?” 

“Suppose I said that, he’s coming back to us—that he 
chucked the work at the flour mill—that he’s willing to 
: hid in his cards with ours for good!” 

The doctor sprang to his feet. 
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“There you are! You rd gee him hi en 
were back with us. But he'll never-come. ‘He'll never 


of that moment. And he touched the gun he wore under t 
v coat to prove what he meant. No, he’ll never come ba 
with us. He’ll do his crooked work all by himself.” 

“Not honest enough to stay straight?” 

“Man, he can’t look at other people without a sneer. 

“has the poison in him. He’s like a fellow with chilblains 
_ rheumatism and gout all at once. He’s on the fire.” 

_ “Because he hates to work with his hands, eh?” 

: _ “Because he loved that girl.” 

_ The doctor whistled. : 

“Loved her really? Loved her seven millions, of <n 

- That’s different!” 4 : 
“You're _too clever, doctor,” said William: Benn. s ! 


a he girl. He loves her still. He’s eating out his heart!” 

_ The doctor chuckled. 

_ “That’s a picture that won’t last.” 
on tt ‘won't, because he'll be in the middle of a er 
< - fight before many days are over, and when that happ 

you can depend upon it that he’ll leave a dead man or 
_ behind him as he starts for the tall timber. By the 
- what’s become of the girl?” 
“Maud Ranger?” 

“Yes, of course.” 
_ -“She’s starting for a trip.to Europe. Italy, and views a 
what not. A little change of air.” 
The doctor smiled sourly. 


- leaned forward in his chair and cried: “Do you mean = 
_ She’s leaving for Europe?” 

_ “Of course. Why not?” 

“But doesn’t it mean anything to you, doctor?” 

“And why should it?” 

_ “Leaving for Europe! It wasn’t enough for fise’ to. t 

that her lover was a crook and a nameless man. She 1 
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ed by that. She has to go halfway across the globe in 
order to try to forget.” 
“= The doctor shrugged his shoulders and then yawned. 
“I see no point of interest for me and you,” said he. 
“When does she leave?” asked Benn. 
“To-day.” 
“To-day!” repeated Benn loudly. 
“Yes. What’s wrong with that, Benn?” 
“What time is it?” 
es “Four. ” 
- “And that eastbound train will be coming through in a 
half hour or so?” 
_ “Yes. But it’s always late.” 
= “Tt’s late,” echoed Benn, “and that gives me a chance!” 

_ He leaped from his chair and rushed from the house to the 
‘Stable, where Lew hastily flung a saddle on a horse and 
dragged it out from the barn. Benn fiung himself into the 
‘saddle and drove the animal at full gallop toward the trees, © 
"Through the narrow pass he went at full speed, and then, 
‘cutting out on the trail; he rode with reckless haste down 
‘toward the white city of El Real. 

- The hoofs of his horse beat heavy in dust or rang loud 
‘On pavement as he entered the town itself, and swerving 
‘down twisting alleys he came suddenly upon the open space 
in the midst of which stood the station, with the long steel 
Tails running either way toward the horizon like flowing 
‘quicksilver. 

‘From his dripping, foaming horse William Benn flung 
himself and sprang onto the platform. In the distance, 
down the track to the west, he saw a small and slowly growing 
Smudge, The train was in sight, and his working time was 
not long. 
_ Into the waiting room he strode and saw Theodora 
Ranger and Maud just rising from their seats; porters had 
their bags in hand. And through the little crowd he stepped, 
and passing the girl he managed to lean near her ear and 
murmur: 
~ “Ricardo!” ‘ 
_ She swerved, as a frightened horse swerves under the 
lash. And turning squarely about, she faced him with a 
White, desperate face and clenched hands. 
¢ He stood before her speaking rapidly: 

“I have thirty seconds to tell you what should take a day. 
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= : ne father?” ‘she echoed. a 
“Great Scott,” said William Benn, “did you think he vy 
the real son of the muleteer? Ma’am, he’s as white as 


_ She swayed, and caught és his arm to steady herself. 
“Maud, Maud!” called her aunt again. ih 
She shook her head. “His foster father!” she repe 
-“And—and—what has he done?” a 
_ “He’s gone back to the old life—he’s gone back to I | 
old labor! He’s working in a flour mill, with trouble wor! < 
_ harder and harder inside him.” 
3 _ “And what will happen?” * 
 “He’ll break loose. He’s eating out his heart. Ther 
3a) crash before very long, of course.” 
“Why is he eating out his heart?” 
‘William Benn raised his forefinger and pointed it 
“Tike a gun. 
_ “Pve got nothing to do with this any more,” sald 
_ “It’s no concern of mine what happens to him, an 
what happens to you. But if I tell you why ~-he’s 
out his heart, will you tell me why you're eating out 
“Maud, Maud! We’re late! The.train—the train’s b: 
) move! Great Heavens, we're losing it. Maud, are y 
‘re you deaf? Do you hear?” 
She did not hear. Instead, with a face suffused wi 
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‘color, her eyes wide and dark, she stared into the face 
William Benn. And then her lips parted slowly, and she 


jam Benn turned on his heel and strode away, while 
ts. Theodora Ranger rushed at her niece and shook her 


aud, Maud!” she eriad: “What are you eres of?” 
Heaven!” said the girl. 
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The Pot of Gold _ 


following night, William Benn and the doctor whiled 
y the hours with seven up; and the doctor had just made 
mild sensation by shooting the moon twice in a row. At 
is, William Benn regarded him with his sinister smile, 
“Crooked always—crooked even at home!” 

| The doctor did not deny it. 

' “Practice,” he said, with a shrug of his shoulders, “makes 
Derfect. Besides, you know the game as well as I do!” 

‘T do,” murmured William Benn. “Of course, I know it! 
ad I suppose, doctor, that I’ve done a lot more harm in 
‘ world than you. But still 
“ Ou won’t go to so deep a perdition?” 

“That I don’t know. I don’t prophesy! But I have a feeling 

I ” 

lim appeared with his usual noiselessness. 
ew,” said he. 
“ew’s come so soon?” said William Benn. “Send him 


e hunchback came in and leaned against the side of the 
way. 

‘ou little scoundrel,” said William Benn, “why did you 
back so soon?” 
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“Why not?” said Lew. “I finished my job.” - 

“You finished?” 

“Sure.” 

“What happened then?” 

“Aw, the girl found him at the mill, all right!” 

“And then?” 

“Why, he come outside and talked to her for a minute.” 

“Darn you, go on! And then?” 

“And then he went back to his work,” said the hunchback 
and yawned. 

“And that was all?” 

William Benn scowled angrily. “I don’t believe it,” said 
he. “But give back the change from that hundred I gave you.. 

“Sure,” said the hunchback. 

He took out a wallet and began to select from rathe: 
a thick sheaf of bills. The long arm of William Benn reachee 
out and snatched the purse from him. 

“You little cutthroat,” said Benn, “where did you pick thi 
up?” 

“It was given to me,” said the other. 

“Given to you? Don’t lie to me!” 

“Tt was.” 

“By whom?” 

“By a girl,” said Lew. 

“Tl wring your neck,” said William Benn seriously. 

“By Maud Ranger,” said the hunchback, suddenly grinning 

“Ha!” said William Benn. 

He added: “Go on, then and tell me what else happened.. 

“She met him again that evening.” 

“Where?” 

“At his house.” % 

“At the Mexican shack?” 

§*VWes,” 

“You don’t mean to say that she went inside that hut? 

“Sure, she had dinner there with the whole family.” 

“Dinner!” 

“She did. And a darn good appetite she had, at that!” 

“Will you talk on?” 

“There is nothing much to say. Baars that after a whil 
she up and made a speech— 

“She stood up and made a speech?” 

“She sat down and made a speech. She told old Perez, th 
muleteer, that she loved his son, Ricardo. And that Ricard 
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wed her. And if he, old Antonio Perez, would give his free 
consent, she would like to oe this here Ricardo, if Ricardo 
Was also willin’. And then 
_ William Benn shouted. The doctor rose slowly from his 
Bair 

_ “And then,” said the hunchback, “I got too curious, and 
‘that feller Ricardo spotted me, and jumped at me in the 
‘dark, and carried me into the light of the shack the way that 
‘a cat carries a bird, and he laughed when he seen it was 
te, and told them a good deal about me.” 

The hunchback paused. Then he said with a grave air of 
‘mportance: “This here Ricardo, he’s a great friend of mine. 
‘So’s his girl! Me, I’m gunna go live with ’em, and take care 
‘of em, if I can shake loose from the dirty work that I gotta 
'do for you, Benn.” 
| “She gave you that money?” 

_ “That’s advance wages,” said Lew quietly. 
| “It worked, then, after all,” said William Benn. 
_ “Tt has!” said the doctor fiercely. “And by heaven, we'll 
follow him until we have our right share.” 
_ “Our right share!” said William Benn. “Doctor, you talk 
like a mighty sick man.” 
_ “Sick?” said the doctor. 
_ “Ay,” said William Benn. “A man that’s got one foot in 
the grave!” 
~ “By heaven,” said the doctor. “I think you’re with them!” > 
_ “D’you think,” cried William Benn in a great voice, “that 
Td let you rob me of the one decent thing I’ve done in 
my life? D’you think that, you palefaced fool?” 

The doctor made no answer. His eyes narrowed with 
Malice, and that was all. 

“They sent along a letter to you,” said the hunchback, 
and placed an envelope in the hands of Benn. He tore it 
= eagerly, and then he read aloud: 


_ “Dear BENN: We are going to be married to-morrow. 
ie We are the happiest people in the world, and, except for 
you, that never would have been. And except for you I 
Dever would have left the village, Benn; and you have done 

' €verything for me. No matter what the reasons were. My 
foster father is a very wise man. He says of this: Heaven 
Uses men as he pleases, and not as they please! Well, I offer 
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that as a suggestion; and I’m writing to tell you that we ar 
your friends to the end of us and ours. i 
“Come to us soon, 

RICARDO.” 


This he read, and the doctor laughed harshly, but Benr 
continued in a murmuring voice: 


“You were right about everything, and the moment | 
found him again, I knew that my troubles were at an end 
Yesterday I was the saddest girl in the world. Now In 
the happiest. 

_ “God bless you, dear William Benn. 
MAup RANGER.” 


“And there you are,” said the cynical doctor. “There’s a fine 
mess of sentimentality and moonshine that you’ve earnec 
out of all your work!” 

“Moonshine?” said William Benn in a strangely hushec 
voice. “No, no, man. It’s the pot of gold!” 


200 


eee 


BORDER KID 


TENDERFOOT OUTLAW—BUT NOT FOR LONG! 


Ricardo Perez was only another border kid, 
but tougher than most. Hard-bitten renegade 
William Benn recognized Ricardo’s raw 
talents and trained him in the ways of the 
quick-shooting, ruthless outlaw. 


Ricardo learned fast and made his mark by 
gunning down one of the craftiest 
killers in the West. Now-nothing stood between 
him and his plans—plans for seven 
million dollars and a cattle baron’s daughter. 


44716 
7 | 
76714"00225 


ISBN O-671-4471b-5 


